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HIS in its ſeveral Parts being 
SI} addreſsd to Intimate Ac- 
3-4 quaintance, deſires a Patron of 
84 the ſame Rank ; and hath pitch d 
8 on You as the moſt able to 

endure, and moſt ready to 
oblige by accepting, a greater Trouble than 
the | 4 It * Defence of the Whol? that 
you muſt be engay'd in, whilſt the others $57 
art charget only with a part: and in thig I have 
followed the Example of the Antients, who the 
they bad one of the Lares to. preſide over every 
little Room, yet the whole Huuſe was dedicated 30 
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11 The Dedication. 


{ome common Guardian: This Diſtinttion pro- 
ceeded either from a real Inequality of Power in 
the Proteftors, or from the * of thoſe 
Benefits which T hey were ſuppoi d to have actual- 
ly beftowed. As to the former Conſederation, e- 
very one that knows my Friends, will eaſily al- 
low, that each ſingly is ſufficient for the whole, 
tho, by reaſon of my Imperfect ions, a great 
Task. But the latter, Sir, gives You che Pre- 
ference, and Gratitude forceth me to believe bis 
Power to be greateſt, who bath moſt often, and 
moſt ſignally expreſt it: Innumcrable private Fa- 
ours I muſt acknowledge the ſame way they 
were beſtow'd, and ſpare your Modeſty and my 
own ; for otherwiſe it would ſeem that I thought 
there was ſomething in my ſelf worth your No- 
tice ; or elſe I muſt publickly proclaim, that You 
(which tho tis really your Caje, yet ver few can 
boaſt) are kind and generous without any Proſpect 
of Return : But thoſe which properly relate to the 
preſent Occaſion, I muſt beg leave to mention, 
fince Pliny and all agree, hath ſeverely noted as 
the greateſt Ingratitade, not to acknowledge. to 
whom we owe what we bade attain'd ; and is 
wou!d argue Stupidity to run wilfully on that 
Cenſure, which hath been (o juſtly paſsd, and [0 
much applauded. 


You may remember, Sir, how often, when the 
publick Cares of Your well-managed Office would 
permit You to retreat, e have ret ird to @ Grove, 
where Quiet ſpreads all around, and a ſpringing 

Ver- 
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Verdure, and checquer d Variety to raiſe the 
Thoughts, and recreate the Fancy; whilſt ſoft 
Breezes murmur d thro” the Trees, which, like 
our Affect ions, ſeru'd only to intermix, but ne- 
ver to ſhatter or diſturb: There I have enjoy d 
whatever the Poets could imagine, a free, inno- 
cent, and inſtructive Diſcourſe, ſuch as reform'd 
my Errors, and encourag d thoſe Eſſays which 
you was pleas'd tothink endeavours after Virtue ; 
till then Jenvied the Happineſs of the deſcribed 
Swains, and lool d on Virgil and Theocritus 
as Diſt urbers of Mankind, who elaborately de- 
ſerib d the moſt perfect and ſurprizing Beauties, 
but gave us no Hopes either to ſee or to enjoy. 
The Golden Age was their Scene, and "twas ne- 
ceſſary to look beyond jupiter himſelf to find any 
thing innocent or pleaſing, and how tedious ſuch 2 
Search muſt be, euery one may imagine, who con- 
ſeders that tis very hard to take 5 large a Pre- 
ſpect, ejpecially when there is nothing but @ bare 
Contemplation to excite, and reward his Dili- 
gence, The time, Sir, I found brought back a- 
gain by your Converſation, and all thoſe Difficul- 
ties (T4 c, Ocoxeirs) which were ſo even to 
a Proverb, practically explain'd : ſo that at- 
ever in this Performance is drawn ſoft, innocent, 
and pleaſing ; is but a Copy from You the Origi- 
nal, This is the Happineſs that attends polite 
Learning, it ſmooths all the natural Aſperities of 
Humour and Paſſion, and ſpreads an obliging 
Tenderneſs thro' the whole Man; and where the 
Canſe is in ſo eminent : Degree, and the Effect 
2. f03- 
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too neceſſary, what can binder the Produftion? 
Theſe are the Reaſons that have determin'd my 
Acknowledgments for farmer, and given me 
Encouragement to beg a new Obligation, to ac- 
reps this, and pardon its Defefts, will be à very 
conſiderable one to, . 


Taromas Cxxxcn. 
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In Three PARTS. 
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. Th 


PR LESS: 


O be as ſhort as poſſible in my 
k Ditcourſe upon rhe prefent Sub- 
300 I ſhalt not touch upon the 
cellency of Poetry in general; 

3 nor repeat ea thoſe high Encomiums, 
(as — tis the moſt Divine © 
Human Arts, and the like) 
„orte in his Petica, and 


tis 


other learned Men Rave cop inſiſted on: Ang | 


this 1 d0 hs I might mere chbfeſy and biiefly per 
ſue my prefetit Defign, which, no doubt vil ve 
pleafe every Man} for fince [ treat of that part of Poetry, 
which {to ule Luintil; an's Words) by reafon of its 
Clo $, is afraid of the Court and City; ſome 
may Imagine that I folbw Nichocaris's umour, 
who would paint only the moft ugly and deform 4. 
and thoſe too, ig the meaneſt and moſt frighrful 
Diels, that real, or fancy'd Pov 1 1 could put them in. 
For ſome think that to be a herd is in it ſelf 
mean, baſe and fordid; and ow” think is the firft 


thing 


ow to man I wall hof refy Au 
thority of the wo and Heroick — in the 


former, a God fed Sheep in ＋ aly ; and in the lat- 
ter, Hercules the Prince) of Mice, (as Paterculus 
fliles him) 13 his Herd 14 * 


fabulous times was _ al — unbe- 
ity of a Weroe, of the ih of 2 
God : Paper —— if it cannot be of force 
enough to procure ence, yet certainly it ma 
— 4 it from the Imputation of Buſencſ, ine ir 
was ſometime look'd upon as fit for the greateſt in 


Earth or Heaven. - 
Bur not toiakit on the ERS 
ES: 
himſelf, 
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Voit tells us, chat Jacob aud E 


Life of 3 
over his C 
King bath over his Su 
Ty de & AMAamm. 

vid, who was taken fol] 


gun reſembles that wr ry 2 
* The nn HE Ns 
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young 1 to feed BE 

dig and gover very near 3 =Y 
Siſters: And u ' Account Aas, 
that Greeks N 


if we 


of Shepherd one Bf thei: ny Titles, 
believe 
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wy his EF EE — — 
ures ons t les t 
in the remoteſt Ea ; 


how tedious were his V 
his bl Marches? How 
and Hopes 
contented with a — 
his Love, and at eaſe undet 


Taught Trees to ſound — 


On the one fide Afelibeus is forc'd to leave his 
Country, and 9 the other; the one a Shep- 
— 2 a great Man, in the Common- 

— was the Event? The 
— ben endure himſelf, and fit down con- 
tentedly under his Misfortunes, whilſt loſt Antony, 
unable to hold out, and 4— all hopes both for 
himſelf and his Quee came his own barbarous 
Executioner : Than ec ſad and deplorable Fall I 
cannot imagine what could be worſe, for certainly 
nothing is ſo miſerable as a Wietch made ſo from a 
flouriſhing and happy Man; by which tis evident 
how much we ought to prefer before the Gaiety of a 
great and ſhining State, rhat Idol of the Crowd, the 
lowly Gmplizity of a Shepherd's Life: For what is 
that but a perfect Image ul the gate of Innocence, of 
* olden Age, that bleed Time, when Siucetity 
3 and, erg Peace, Eaſe, and Plenty inhabited 

- Inte) 67 8 1 


Take the Poets Deſcription. 


| Herve Innotenee fecures a ſoft Retreat, 
4 harmleſs Life, and ign'rant of Deceit, 
Aud free from fears with various ſweets encreaſe, 
And all' or's ſpread with wings of downy Peace : 
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Here Oxen low, here Grats, and putting Streams, . 


And thus Horace. 


Haypy the Man beyond pretence on 
Such was the State of Innocence, &. 


And from this Head I think the Dignity of Buco-. 
licks is fufficiently cleared, for as much as the. Gol- 
den Age is to he preferr'd before the Maoick, ſo much 
Faſtorals muſt excel Mroick Poems: Yet this is ſo to 
be undesſiond, that if we look upon the Maj 


great Perſons; unleſs be bad known. 


ſomewhat more Man of 
— whka 


6 Raein's Diſcounſe 


Since Linus, — and Eumol pus were 
The An famous fer their Poems, before the Trojan 
tiquity of Wars; thoſe are certainly miſtaken, who 
Taſtor alt. date Poetry from that Time; I rather in- 


cline to their Opinion, who make it as 
old as the World it ſelf ; which Afertion as it ought 
to be underſtood of Poetry in. general, ſo eſpecially 
of Paſtoral, which, as Kaliger delivers, was the moſt 
antient kind of Poetry, and reſulting from the moit 
antient way of Living : Singing firſt began among/? 
7 — as they fed their Flocke, either by the impulſe 
of Nature, or ity Imitation of the Notes of Birds, or the 
whiſpering of Trees. | Th 


or fince the firſt Men were either Shepherds or 
* Plowmen; and Shepherds, as may be gathered out of 

Thucy#ides and Varro, were before the others, they 
were — Mrft that either invited by n e, or 
( which Lucrerius thinks more prodable] in Inüta- 


o all the Wood: they beard the leaſug noiſe, 
Of chirging Birds, and try's to, frams their Voice, 
ing imitats; thn Birds nuf Man, _ 
ARLEN Oy HON ...: 
Io Hort, tis fo certain that Verſes firſt began in 


the Country, that the thing js in it ſelf evident, and 
thts Thun very plainly fignifies. 


— bis Plow the labouring Hind 
Began rude Ward; in certain Feet to bind: 
His dry Read i be tun l at ſacred Feaſt 
To thank the-bounteous Gods, and cheer his Gueſts. 


In certain Feet, to Bern. Cylenius of Vero- 
x4 his Interpretation in ſet Meaſures : For Cenſor 
nus tells us, that the amient Songs were looſe, and not 
tyd up to any ſtrict numbers, and afterwards we 
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tain Laws and acknowledged Rules were confin'd to 
ſuch and ſuch Meafures : For this is the Method of 
Nature in all her Works, from imperfect and rude 
beginnings Things take their firſt riſe, and after- 
wards by fit and appoſite Additions are poliſh'd, and 
brought to Perfection: Such ' were the Verſes which 
heretofore the Tralian Shepherds and Plowmen, as 
Virgil fays, ſported — themſelves. | 


1:alian Clowns from Trojan Lineage ſprung, 
In ſportful mood unpoliſit Numbers ſung. 
Lucretius in his Fifth Book de Natura Rerum, ſays, 
that Shepherds were firſt taught by the ng of 


loft Breezes amongſt the Canes to blow their Reeds, 
and ſo by Degrees to put their Songs in Tune. 


For whilſt ſoft Evening Gales blew or's the Plains 
And ſhook the ſounding Reeds, they taught the Swaint, 
And thus the Pipe'was fram'd, and tunefi ] Reed; 
And whilſt the Flncks did then ſecurely feed, 

The harmleſs Shepheids tun d their Pires to-Love, 
And Amaryllis Name fil d every Grove. 


From all which *tis very plain that Poetry __ 
in thoſe Days, when Shepherds took up their - 
ployment: To this agrees Dondtus in his Life of Vir- 
gil, and Pontanur in his Fifth Book of Stars, as ap- 
pears by theſe Verſes. 


Here underneath a ſhade by purling Springs 

The Shepherds dance, whilſt ſweet Amyntas ſings ; 
Thus firſt the new-found Pipe was tun'd to Love, 

And Plowmen taughtubeir Sweet- hearts to the Grove, 


Thus the Feſcennine Jabs , when th ſang Harveſt- 
home, and then too tho Grape Gatherdrs and Reap-. 
ers Songs began, an elegant Example of gry 

ve 
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have — the Tenth Jdyllium of Theocritus. 
From this Birth, as it were, of Phetry, Verſe be- 
gan to grow up to greater Matters; for from the 
common Diſcourſe of Nennen and  Sepherd:, firſt 
Comedy, that Miſizeſs of a Private Life, dert Trage- 
dy, and x1 Epick Poetry, which is lofty and eroical 
s Maximus Tyrine confirms in his Twenty 
firſt Diſſertation, where he tells us that Plowmen 
Juſt coming Fo their Work, and ſcarce cleanſed 
trom the filth of their Employme did uſe to 
flurt out ſome ſudden and extempore Catches ; and 
- — ce — were ae and the 
- concermng the 4niiquity, 
next 05 xd! of . * 
agree, for who 


15 — * — cently « go Por toryp 
re, tells us tis pro per to the Golden 
— EEE muſt needs o he Product of that 


mentions one Diomus 2 roomy 


thr fel rt was the firſt that wrote Paſtoral: ; * 2 


Bai —4.— kind of Poetry, call d 
1er. 


„ a Sicilian was Inven- 
: 1 gms, 


u, ſeems to 

A ' cenain 

7 the A Sow of => -agreeable to this, 

Scboliaſt on The renin. in is Notes up- 

on the 11 Iiylium mentioning Daphnis, adds, be 

was the — 0 and Theogriins himſelf 

calls him the D : and to this Opinion of 
Diodorus Siculus, Pol We bil readily aſſents. 

But eee, of Pairs, m a Diſcourſe of his con- 
— —_ pe, {peakazhusaf 2 Son of Pan, the 
Shepherds. Panis Filium Bubulcum a quo C 
- Bueolice canive. {;Nowavhither AMms/ea: by . that B- 
bulcum means ony a a Heidſ-man, or one skilled in 
= is uncertain ;, bur if Valla's Judgment be 
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good, tis to be taken of the latter: yet Alian was of 
another Mind, for he boldly affirms that Steſichorus, 
called Himeraus, was the firſt; and in the ſame 
place adds, that Daphnis the Son of Mercury was the 
firſt Subject of Bucolicks. 

Some aſcribe the Honour to Bacchus the Preſident 
of the Nymphs, Satyrs, and the other Country-Gods, 
perhaps becauſe he delighted io the Country; and 
others attribute it to Apollo, called Nomius, the God 
of Shepherds, and that he invented it then when he 
ſerved Admetus in Theſſaly, and fed his Herds : For, 
"tis likely he, to recreate himſelf, and paſs away his 
time, applied his Mind to ſuch Songs as were be ſt 
fuirable to his preſent Condition. Many think we 
owe it to Pan the God of Shepherds, not a few to 
Diana that extreamly delighted in Solitude and 
Woods; and ſome fay Mercury himſelf: Of all 
which whilſt Grammarians prattle, according to their 
uſual Cuſtom, they egregiouſly trifle ; they ſuffer 
themſelves to be put upon by Fables, and refizn 
their Judgment up to fooliſh Pretenfions, but Things 
and ſolid Truth is that we ſeek after. ; 

As about the Author, ſo concerning the place of irs 
Birth there is a great Diſpute, ſome ſay Sparta, o- 
thers Peloponeſus, but moſt are for Sicily. 

Valla the Placentine, a curious Searcher into Anti- 
quity, thinks this fort of Poetry fiſt appear'd a- 
mongſt the Lacedemonians, for when the Perflans had 
waſted almoſt all Greece, the Spartans [ay that they 
tor fear of the Barbarians fled into Caves and lurk- 
ing Holes ; and that the Country Youth then began 
to apply themſelves in Songs to Diana C:ryatis, to- 
gether with the Maids, who amidſt their Songs of- 
fer'd Flowers to the Goddeſs : Which Cuſtom con- 
taining ſomewhat of Religion, was in thoſe Places a 
long Time very ſcrupulouſly obſerved. 

Diomedes the Grammarian, in his Treatiſe of Meca- 
ſures, declares Sicily to be the Plice: For thus be 
lays, the Sicilian Shepherds in time of a great Pati- 
lence, begin ro invent new Ceremonies to appeale 
:ncenſed Diana, whom afterward, for affoiding her 
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help, and Ropping the Plague, they called Aulw: 
i. e. the Freer from their Miſeries. This grew into 
Cuſtom, and the Shepherds uſed to meet in Compa- 
nies, to fing their Deliverer Diana's Praiſe, and 
theſe afterwards paſſing into Haly were there named 
Bucolicſte. | 

us Sabinus tells the Story thus : When the 
Hymns the Virgins us'd to ſing in the Country to 
Diana were left off, becauſe, by reaſon of the preſent 
Wars, the Maidens were forc'd to keep cloſe within 
the Towns ; the Shepherds met, and ſang thoſe 
kind of Songs, which are now call'd Bucolicks, to 
Diana ; to whom they could not give the uſual 
Worſhip by reaſon of the Wars: But Donatus ſays, 
that this kind of Verſes was firſt ſung to Diana by 
Oreſtes, when he wandred about [taly ; after he fled 
from Scythia Taurica, and had taken away the Image 
of the Goddeſs, and hid it in a bundle of Sticks, 
whence the receiv'd the Name of Faſcelina, or Phace- 
fide Sw Ts gaxias; at whoſe Altar, the very ſame 
Oreſtes was afterward expiated by his Siſter Iphige- 
via: But how can any one rely on ſuch Fables, when 
the inconſiderable Authors that propoſe them diſa- 
gree ſo much amongft themſelves ? 

Some are of Opinion, that the Shepherds were 
wont in folemn and ſet Songs about the Fields and 
Towns to celebrate the Goddeſs Pales ; and beg her 
to bleſs their Flocks and Fields with a plenteous en- 
creaſe, and that from hence the Name, and Compo- 
ſure of Bucolicks continued. 

Other prying ingenious Men make other Conje- 
ctures, as to this mazing Controverſie thus Voſs 
delivers himſelf ; The Ancients cannot be reconcil'd, 
fo T rather incline to their Opinion, who think Buco- 
icks were invented either by the Sicilians or Pelopone- 
fians, for both zhoſe uſe the Dorick Dialed, and all 
the Greek Bucolicks are writ in that : As for my ſelf 
I think, that what Horace ſays of Elegies may be ap- 


ply'd to the preſent Subject. 
Who 
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Who wrote the firſt in Elegiac ſtrain, 
Grammarians long have ſearch'd, but ſearch'd 8 


And undecided ſtill their Doubts remain. (vain; 


For I find nothing certain about this Matter, fince 
neither Valla, a diligent Inquirer after, and a goed 
Judge in fuch Things, nor any of the late Writers 

roduce any Thing upon which I can ſafely rely: 
Ver what beginning this kind of Poetry had, I thin 
I] can pretty well conjectute: For 'tis likely that 
firſt Shepherds us'd Songs to recreate themſelves in 
their leiſure Hours whilſt they fed their Sheep; and 
that each Man, as his Wit ſerved, accommodated 
his Songs to his preſent Circumſtances ; To this So- 
litude invited, and the extream Leiſure that attends 
that Employment abſolutely requir'd it: For as their 
Retirement gave them Leiſure, and Solitude a fit 
Place for Meditation, Meditation and Invention pro- 
duc'd a Verſe, which is nothing elſe but a Speech - 
fit to be ſung, and o Songs began: Thus Heſiod was 
made a Poet, for he acknowkedges himſelf that he 
receiv'd his Inſpiration ; 


Whitſt under Helicon be fed his Lambs. 


for either the leiſure, or fancy of Shepherds ſeems to 
have a natural aptitude to Verſe, 

And indeed I cannot but agree with Lucretius, that 
accurate Searcher into Nature, who delivers that 
from that State of Innocence the Golden Age, Paſto- 
rals continued down to his Time, for after he had 
1 his fifth Book deſcrib'd that moſt happy Age, he 

„ 


For then the Rural Muſes reign'd. 


From whence tis very plain, that as Donatus hi in- 
felf obſerv'd, Paſlorals were the Invention of the 
fimplicity and innocence of that Golden Age, if 

C 2 there 
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there was ever any ſuch, or certainly of that Time 
which ſucceeded the beginning of the World; For 
| tho” the Golden Age mu ſt be acknowledged to be 
| only in the fabuluus Times, yet 'tis certain, that 
the Manners of the firſt Men were ſo plain and fim- 
| pie, that we may eafily derive both the innocent 


mployment of Shepherds, and Paſtorals from 
them, 
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The SECOND PART. 
Of the Nature of PASTORALS. 


8287840 let us inquire into the Nature of Fa- 
Is; . ſtoral, in what its Excellencies conſiſt, 
and how it muſt be made to be exact: 
And this muſt needs be a hard Taſk, fince 
I have no Guide, neither Ariſtotle not 
Horace to dire me, for both they, whatever was 
the Matter, ſpeak not one Word of this ſort of 


Verſe. And I am of Opinion, that none can treat 


_— 
e 
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well and clearly of any kind of Poetry, if he hath no 


helps from theſe Two: But fince they lay down 
ſome general Notions of Poetry, which may be uſe- 
ful in the preſent Caſe, I ſhall follow their ſteps as 
cloſe as poſlible I can. 

Not only 4riffotle but Horace too have defin'd that 
Poetry in general is Imitation; I mention only rheſe 
Two, for tho' Plato in his Second Bock e Republi- 
ca, and in his Timeus, delivers the ſame Thing, I 
ſhall not make uſe of his Authority at all: Now as 
Comedy according to 4riftotle is the Image and Repre- 
ſentation  & Genteel and City Life, ſo is Paſtoral Iu- 
etry of a atry and Shepherds Life; for ſince We- 
— in general is Imitation; its ſeveral Species muſt 


TAG TUY X 4v8T1v Tat pujpiious and theſe Species 


are differeac'd either by the ſubject Matter, when 
the Things to be imitated are quite different, or 


when the Manner in which you imitate, or the 


mode of Imitation. is ſo : © Te} Ji dura du 


genie i wunois ig, ey dis Y d, 4 ws: Thus. 
C3 mo 


ewile imitate, driſtatle's own Words, Cap. 1 
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tho” of Epick Poetry and Tragedy the Subject is the 
lame, and ſome great illuſtrious Action is to be imi- 
2aved by both, yer fince one by Reprefentation, and 
rhe other by plain Narration imitates, each makes a 
different Species of Imitation. And Comedy and Tya- 
gedy, tho* they agree in this, that both reprelenr, 
yet becauſe the Matter is different, and Tragedy muſt 
repreſent ſome brave Action, and Comedy a Humour; 
theſe Two forts of Imitation are Specifically different. 
And upon the ſame Account, fince Paſtoral chooſes 
the manners of Shepherds for its Imitation, it takes 
from its Matter a peculiar Difference, by which it is 
diſtioguiſh'd from all others, 

But here Benius in his Comments upon Ariſtotle 
harh flarted a confiderable Query: Which is this; 
Whether Ariſtotle, when he reckons up the different 
Species of Poetry, Cap. r. doth include Paſtoral, or 
no? And about this I find learn'd Men cannot at all 
agree: Which certainly Benius ſhould have deter- 
min'd, or not rais'd: Some refer it to that ſort 
which was ſung to Pipes, for that Paſtorals were ſo 
Apuleius 1ntimates, when at the Marriage Feaſt of 
Phyche He brings in Paniſcus ſinging Bucolicks to his 
Pipe : But fince they did not ſeriouſly enough conſi- 
der, what Ariftotle meant by that which he calls 
evan], they trifle, talk idly, and are not to be 
heeded in this Matter; for ſuppoſe ſome Muſician 
ſhould fing Virgil's Zneis to the Harp, (and Ant. 
Tu llus ſays it hath been done,) ſhould we therefore 
reckon that divine and incomparable Mafter of He- 
yoick Poetry amongſt the Lyricks ? 

Others with Cæſius Baſſus and Iſacius Tzetzes hold 
that that Diſtribution of Poetry, which Ariftotle and 
Tully harh left us, is deficient and imperfect; and 
that only the chief Species are reckoned, but the 
more inconſiderable not mention'd : I ſhall not here in- 
tereſt myſelf in that Quarrel of the Criticks, whether 
we have all Ariſtotle's Books of Poetry or no; this is a 
confiderable Difficulty I confeſs, for Leertius who 
accurately weighs this Matter, fays that he wrote 
Two Books of Fretry, the one loſt, and the other 

we 
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we have, tho Mutinenſis is of another Mind: But 
to end this Diſpute, I muſt agree with Vaſtus, who 
ſays the Philoſopher comprehended theſe Species not 
expreſly mentioned, under a higher and more noble 
Head: And that therefore Paſtoral was contain'd in 
Epick, for theſe are his own Words, beſides there are 
Epicks of an inferiow Rank, ſuch as the Writers of 
Bucolicks: erus, as Ainturms quotes him, is of 
the lame Mind, for thus he delivers his Opinion 
concerning Epick Verſe : The Matters about which 
theſe s may be employed is various, either mean 
and low, as in Paſtosals, great and lofty, as when the 
Subject is Divine Things, or Heroick Actions, or of a 
middle Rank, as when we wſc them to deliver Þy 
in: And this likewiſe he ftignifies before, where be 
ſets down Three Sorts of Eficks One of which, 
he, is Divine, and the excellent by much in a 
etry ; the other the loweſt but moſt Pure, in which The- 
ocritus excelled, which indeed ſhews nothing of Poetry 
beſide the bare Numbers : Theſe Points being thus ſet- 
tled, the remaining Difficulties will be more eaſily 
diſpatched. 

Foras in Dramatick Poetry the Dignity and Mean- 
neſs of the Perſons repreſented make two different 
Species of Imitation, the one 7 _ which agrees 
to none but great and illuſtrious Perſons; the other 
Comick, which ſuits with common and genteel Hu- 
mours : So in Epick too, there may be reckoned two 
forts of Imitation, one of which belongs to Heroes, 
and that makes the Heroick ; the other to Rufficks 
and Shepherds, and that conſtitutes the Paſtoral. Now 
as a Picture imitates the Features of the Face, ſo u- 
etry doth Action, and it is not a Repreſentation of 
the Perſon but the Action. From all which we may 
gather this Definition of Paſtoral: Iz 
1s the Imitation of the Action of a Shep* The Definition 
herd, or of one taken under that Cha- of Paſtoral, 
rater : Thus Virgils Gallus, tho' 
not really a Shepherd, for he was a Man of great qua- 
lity in Rome, yet belongs to Paſtoral, becauſe he is re- 
preſented like a Shepherd: Hence the Poet: 


The 
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The Goatherd and the heavy Herdſmen came, 
And kindly ask'd what rau d the fatal Flame. 


The Scene lies amongſt Shepherds, the Swains arc 
how y in, the Herdſmen come to fee his Miſery, 
and the Fiction is ſuited to the real Condition of a 
Shepherd ; the ſame is to be ſaid for his Silenus, who 
tho* he ſeems lofty, and to ſound too loud for an 
Oaten Reed, yet fince what he fings he ſings to Shep- 
herds, and ſuits his Subject to their Apprehenſions, 
his is to be acknowledged al. This Rule we 
muſt ſtick to, that we might infallibly diſcern what 
is ſtrictly Paſtoral in Virgil and Theocritus, and what 
not: For in Theocritus there are ſome more lofty 
Thoughts, which not having any Thing belonging 
to Shepherds for their Subje, muſt by no means be 
accounted Paſtoral : But of this more in its proper 
Place, 

My preſeot inquiry muſt be what is the Subject 
Matter of a Paſtoral, about which it is not eaſie to 
reſolve ; ſince neither from A4riftotle, nor any of the 
Greeks who have written Paſtorals, we can receive 
certain Direction. For ſometimes they treat of high 
and ſublime Things, like Epick Poets ; what can be 
loftiet thau the whole Seventh Idyilium of Bias, in 
which Myrſan urges Lycidas the Shepherd to fing 
the Loves of Deidamia, and Achilles. For he begins 
from Helen's Rape, and goes on to the revengeful 
Fury of the Atrides, and ſhurs up in one Paſtoral, all 
that is great and ſounding in Homer's Liad. 


Sparta was fr d with Rage, 
And gather d Greece zo proſecute Revenge. 


And Theocritue's Verſes are ſometimes as ſound- 
ing, and his Thoughts as high: For upon ſerious 
Confideration I cannot mind what part of all the 
Heroicks is ſo ſtrong and founding as that Idyllium on 
#hrcules, >40yJogoye, in which Hercules himſelf tells 
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Phyleus, how he kill'd the Lyon whoſe Skin he wore : 
For, not to mention many, what can be greater 
than this Expreſſion. 


And gaping Hell receive his mighty Soul : 


Why ſhould I inſtance in the :49xxe5e, which hath 
not one Line below Heroick ; the greatneſs of this is 
almoſt inexpreſſible. 


are vrieotTaC ,,,, irdidacrs 
eds id ev. 


And ſome other pieces are as ſtrong as theſe, ſuch 
3s the Panegyrick on Ptolemy, Helen's Epithalamium, 
and the _—; of young Hercules and the Snakes > 
Now how is it likel 1 ſuch Subjects ſhould be fir 
for Paſtorals, of which in my Opinion, the ſame 
may be d %hich Ovid doth his Gare! 


Cydippe, Homer, doth not fit thy Muſe. 


For certainly Paſtorals ought not to riſe to the Ma- 
jeſty of Heroicks : But who on the other {ide dares re- 
— 2 ſuch great and judicious Authors, whole 
very doing it, is Authority enough? What =_ I 
ſay of Virgil? Who in his Sixth Eclogue hath 
gether almoſt all the Particulars of the fabulous Age; 
what is fo high to which Sileuus that Maſter of 
ſeries doth not ſoar ? 


For lo] he ſung the World's ſtupendious Birth, 
How ſcatter'd Seeds of Sea, of Air, and Earth, 
And purer Fire through univerſal Night 

And empty ſpace did fruitfully unite - 

From whence th' innumerable race of Things 

By circular ſucceſſive order ſprings : 
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And afterward, 


How Pyrra's Stony Race roſe from the Ground, 
And Saturn reign'd with golden Plenty Grown'd ! 
How bold Prometheus ( whoſe untam'd defire, 
Rival'd the Sun with his own Heavenly Fire ) 
Now doom'd the Scythian Vultures endleſs Prey 
Severely pays for animating Clay, 


So true, ſo certain it is, that nothing is ſo high and 
lofty to which Bucolicks may not ſucceſsfully aſpire. 
I be ſo, what will become — 2 

; ius Scaliger, Voſtut, and the whole 
Company ——— a is affirm that ſim- 
licity and meanneſs is ſo eſſential to Paſtorals, that 
ought to be confin d to the State, Manners, Ap- 
— and even common Phraſes of Shepherds: 
or nothing can be {aid to be Paſtoral, which is not 
accommodated to their Condition: And for this 
Reaſon Nannizs Alemaritanus in my Opinion is a Tri- 
fler, who, in his Comments on Virgil's Eclogues, 
thinks that thoſe ſorts of Compoſures may now and 
chen be lofty, and treat of great Subjects: Where he 
Ukewife divides the Matter of Bucolicks; into Low, 
—_ and High: And makes Virgil the Author of 
this Diviſion, who in his Fourth Eclogue, (as he 
imagines) divides the matter of Bucolicks into Three 
Sorts, and intimates this Divifion by theſe Three 
Words: Buſbes, Shrubs and Wood:. 


Sicilian Muſe begin a loftier ſtrain, 

The Buſbes and the Shrubs that ſhade the Plain 
Delight not all: if I to Woods repair 

My Song ſhall make them worth a Conſul's Care. 


By Woods, as he fancies, Virgil means high and 
ſtately Trees, ſo He would have a great and lofty 
Subject to be implied, ſuch as he deſigned tes - 
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Conſul : By Buſhes, which ate almoſt even with the 
ground, the meaneſt and loweſt Argument ; and by 
Shrubs a Subject not ſo high as the one, nor ſo low as 
the other, as the Thing it ſelf is. And therefore theſe 


Lines, 
If I to Woods repair | 
My Song ſball make them worth a Conſul's Care. 


are thus to be underſtood, That if we chooſe high 
and ſublime Arguments, our Work will be fit for t 
Patronage of a Conſul, This is Nanniw's Interpreta- 
tion of that Place; too pedantical and ſubtle I'm a- 
fraid, for it is not credible, that ever Virgil thought 
of reckoning great and lofty Things amongf#{t the Sub- 
jets of Bucolicks, eſpecially ſince, 


When bis Thalia raid ber bolder Voice 

And Kings and Battles were ber lofty choice, 
Phæbus did twitch hu Ear, mean thoughts infuſe, 

And with this whiſper check'd th aſpiring Muſe : 

A Shepherd, Tityrus, Bis Sheep ſbould feed, 

And chooſe a Sub jet ſuited to hu Reed. 


This certainly was a ſerious Admonition implied 
by the twitching of his Ear, and 1 believe if he had 
continued in this former Humour, and not obey'd 
the ſmarting Admonition, he had ſtill felt it; ſo 


far was he from thinking Kings and Battles fit 


Themes for a Shepherd's Song: And this evidently 
ſhows that in //irgil's Opinion, contrary to Nanni s 
Fancy, great Things cannot in the leaſt be compre- 
headed within the ſubje& Matter of Paſtorals ; no, 
it muſt be low and humble, which Theocritws very 
happily expreſſeth by this Word Bexoaudodev, 3. e. 
as the Interpreters explain ir, fing humble Strains. 
Therefore let Paſtoral never venture upon a lofty 
Subject, let it not recede one jot from its proper 
Matter, but be employ'd about Ruſlick Affaits: Such 
as are mean and humble in themſelves; and ſuch 
are 
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are the Affairs of Shepherds, eſpecially their Loves, 
but thoſe muſt be pure and. innocent; not diſturb'd 
by vaio ſuſpicious Jealoufie, nor polluted by Rapes : 
The Rivals muſt not fight, and their Emulations 
muſt be without Quarrellings : Such as Vida meant. 


ilſt on his Reed he Shepherds ſtrifes conveys, 
And ſoft complaints in ſmooth Sicilian Lays, 


To theſe may be added, Sports, Fefts, Gifts, and 
Preſents ; but not coftly, ſuch are yellow Apples, 
young Stock-Doves, Milk, Flowers, and the like ; 
all things muſt appear delightful and eafie, nothing 
vicious and rough: A perfidious Pimp, a deſigning 
Jilt, a griping Uſurer, a crafty factious Servant, 
muſt have no room there, but every part muſt be full 
of the fimplicity of the Golden Age, and of that Can- 
dor which was then eminent: For as Juvenal af- 


firms, 
Baſeneſs was wonderful in that good Age. 


Sometimes Funeral-Rites are the Subject of an Ec- 
logue, where the Shepherds ſcatter Flowers on the 
Tomb, and ſing Ruſtick Songs in Honour of the 
Dead : Examples of this kind are left us by Virgil 
in his _ — and Bion in his Adons, and this hath 
nothing diſagreeable to a Shepherd: In ſhort, what- 
ever, (the Decorum being ſtil} preſerv'd ) can be 
done by a Shepherd, may be the Subject of a Paſto- 
ral. 

Now there may be more kinds of Subjects than 
Servi or Donatus allow, for they confine us to that 
Number which Virgil hath made uſe of, tho' Min- 
turns in his ſecond Book de Poeta declares againit 
this Opinion: But as a glorious Heroick Action mult 
be the Subject of an Heroick Poem, fo a Paſtoral A- 
ction of a Paſtoral ;, at leaſt it muſt be ſo turu'd and 
wrought, that it might appear to be the Action of 
a Shepherd ; which Caution is very neceſſary to be 

oblerv'd ; 
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obſerv'd, to clear a great many Difficulties ia thi: 
Matter? For tho' as the Interptetets allure us, mutt 
of //irgil's Eclogues are about the Civil War, plaut- 
ing Colonies, the Murder of the Ea:perour, and the 
like, which in themſelves are too great and tco lof- 
ty for humble Paſtoral to reach, yet becaule they are 
accommodated to the Genius of Shepherds, may be 
the Subject of an Eclogue, for that lometimes will ad- 
mit of Gods and Heroes, lo they app:ar like, and ate 
ſhrouded under the Pertons oi Shepnerds : Eut as for 
theſe Matters which neither really are, nor are to 
wrought as to ſeem the Actions of Shepherds, ſuch 
are in Moſchis's Europa, Theocriits's Epithalamium of 
Helen, and Virgil's Pillio; to declare my Opinion free 
ly, I cannot tnink them to be fit Subjects for Bucs- 
licks : And upon this Account I luppole it is that 
S:rvius in his Comments on V/irgil's Bucolicks reckons 
only [even of /irgil's ten Eclogues, and only ten of 
Theocritw's thirty, to be pure Paſlorals; and Salma/i- 
45 upon Solinw lays, that amoneſt Theocritus's Poems 
there are ſome which you may call what you pleaſe beſide 
Paſtorals : And Heins in his Scholia upon Theocritus 
will allow but Ten of his Idylliums to be Bucolicks, 
1. 2. 3. 4. 5+ 6. 7. 8. $. 11. for all the reſt ate de- 
ficient either in Matter or Form, and from this 
number of pure Paſtoral Iadylliums I am apt to think, 
that Theocritus ſeems 10 have made that Pipe, on 
which he tun'd has Paſtorals, and which he conſecra- 
ted to Pan, of ten Reeds, as Sa/maſius in his Notes on 
Theocritus's Pipe hath learaedly obſerv'd: In which 
:wo Verſes always make ane Ke d of the Pipe, therefore 
'l are ſo unequal, like the unequal Reeds of a Pipe, that 
if yen put two Equals togethzi, which make one Reed, 
tle whole inequality conſiſts in ten Plirs; when 10 
the coiamon Pipes there were ulually no more than 
even Reeds, and this the lels curicus Obſervers have 

re-Cleily paſt by. | 
Some are of Opinion that whatever is done in the 
Country, and, in one Word, every Thing thu hath 
nought of the City in it, may be treated of in Piſt- 
als; and that the Diſcourſe of Fiſhers, Plowmen, 
P, Reapers, 
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Reapers, Hunters, and the like, belong to this kind 
of Foetry : Which according to the Rule that I have 
laid down cannot be true, for as I before hinted, no- 
thing but the Action of a Shepherd can be the Sub- 
ject of a Paſtoral. 

I ſhall not here enquire, tho” it may ſeem proper, 
whether we can decently bring into an Eclogue 
Reapers, Vine-dreſſers, Gardeners, Fowlers, Hunt- 
ers, Fiſhers, or the like, whoſe Lives for the moſt 
part are taken up with too much Buſineſs and Em- 
ployment to have any vacant Time for Sougs, and 
idle Chat, which are more agreeable to the leilure 
of a Shepherd's Life: For in a great many Ru ick 
Affaits, either the Hardſhip and painful Labour will 
not admit a Song, as in Plowing ; or the Solitude, as in 
Hunting, Fiſhing, Fowling, and the like; but of 
this I ſhall diſcourſe more largely in another place. 

Now it is not ſufficient to make a Poem a true Pa- 


floral, that the Subject of it is the Action of a Shep- 


nerd, for in Heſiod's lę , and Virgil's Georgicks, there 
are a great many Things that belong to the Employ- 
ment of a Shepherd, yet none fancy they are Paſlo- 
tals; from whence *tis evident, that beſide the Mar- 
ter, which we have defin'd tobe the Act ion of a Shep- 
herd, there is a peculiar Form proper to this kind of 
Poetry, by which 't is diſlinguiſh'd from all others. 

Ot Poetry in General: Socrates, as Plato tells us, 
would have Fable to be the Form: Ariſtotle, Imitati- 
on: I ſhall not difpute what Difference there is be- 
tween theſe Two, bur only inquire whether Imitati- 
on be the Form of Paſtoral: It is certain that Epick 
Poetry is differenc'd from Trogick only by the man- 
ner of Imitation, for the latter imitates by Action, 
and the former by bare Narration : But Paſtoral is 
the Imitation of a Piſtoral Action either by bare Nar- 
zation, as in Virgii's Alexis, and Theocritns's 7th J- 


' Ailium, in which the Poet peaks all along in his 


own Perſon; Or by Action, as in Virgil's Tityrus, and 
the fiſt of Theocritus, or by both mixt, as in the 
Second and Eleventh Jdy!linms, in which the Poet 
partly ſheaks in his own Perton, and partly ay o- 
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thers ſpcak, and I think the old & bholia on Theocr:- 
tus took an hint from theſe when he ſays, that Paſto- 
ral is a mixture made up of all ſorts, for it is Narra- 
tive, Dramatick, and mixt; and Ariſtotle, tho? ob- 
(curely, ſeems to hint in tnhoſe Words, In every ons 
of the mentioned Arts there i Imitation, in ſome 4 
in ſome mixt ; now this latter being pecular to Aucc- 
licks, makes its very Form and Efſence : And there- 
fore Scaliger, in the 4th Chapter of his fit Book of 
Poetry, Teckons up three Species of Paſtoral:, the fri: 
hath but one Pesiſon, the lecond ſeveral, which ſing 
alternately ; the third is mixt of both the other: 
And the ſame Obſervation is made by Heinjis in hi- 
Notes on eocritus, for thus he [peaks very plainly to 
our Purpoſe, the Character of Bucolicks wu a mixture of 
all ſorts of Charaer:, Dramatick, Narrative, or mixt 
From all which it is very manifeſt that the manner of 
Imitation which is proper to Paſtorals is the mixt: 
For in other kinds of oy it is one and imple, at 
leaſi not ſo manifold ; as in Tragedy, Aion: In Epick 
Poetry, Narration. 

Now I ſhall explain what ſort of Fable; Manner:, 
Thought, Expreſſion, which four are neceſſary to con- 
ſtitute every kind of Poetry, ate proper to this ſort. 

Concerning the Fable which Atiſtotle calls, cubeg. 
Tay TEXy dT, 

I have but one thing to ſay : This, as the Philoſo- 
pher hints, as of all other forts of Poetry, to of Pa- 
{toral, is the very Soul: And therefore Socrates in N= 
to ſays, that in thoſe Verſes which he had made there 
was nothing wanting but the Fable: Therefore Paſto- 
rals, as other kinds of Poetry, muſt have thgir Fable, 
if they will be Poetry: Thus in Virgil's Silenus, which 
contaius the Stories of almoſt tie whole Fabulous 
Age, two Shepherds whom Silenus had often pro- 
mas'd a Song, and as often deceiv'd, ſeize upon him, 
being drunk and aſleep, and bind him with wreath's 
Flowers: gle comes in and incourages the timorous 
Youths, and ſtains his jolly red Face with Black- bet 
ries : Silenus laughs ar their innocent Contrivance 
and defires to be unbound, and then with a preme- 
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ditated Song ſatisfies the Nymphs and Boys Curioſi- 
ty ; the incomparable Poer — wonders, the Rocks 
rejoice, the Vales eccho, and happy Eurotas, as if 
Phebus himſelf ſang, hears all, and bids the Laurels 
that grow upon his Banks liſten to, and learn the Song. 


Happy Eurotas as he flow'd along 
Heard all, and bad the Laurels learn the Song. 


Thus every Eclogue or Idyllium muſt have its Fa- 
ble, which muſt be the ground-work of the whole 
Deſign, but it muſt not be perp'cx'd with ſudden and 
unlook'd for changes, as in J{trinus's Adonis : For 
thar, tho* the Fable be of a Shepherd, yet by realon 
of the range Bombaſt under Plots, and wonderful 
Occurrences, cannot be accounted Paſtoral ; for that 
it might beegreeable to the Perfon it treats of, it 
mut be plain and ſimple, ſuch as Sophocles's Ajax, in 
which there is not ſo much as one change of Fortune. 

As for the Manners, let that Precept, which Ho- 
race lays down in his Epiſtle to the Piſones, be prin- 
cipally obſerved. 


Let each be grac'd with that which ſuits him beſt. 


For tnis, as it is a Rule relating to Poetry in gene- 
ral, ſo it reſpects this kind alſo of which we are 


nearne[s ct rhe Town, and Cmpl-ment of the Court, 
which tho' it may leem very pretty, yet amongit 
goed Griticks, let Feratus (ay what he will in their 
Excuſe, it cannot be allowed: For it is againſt An. 
turnus's Opinion, who in his ſecand Book de Tbet i 
lays thus: Mean Perſons are brought in, thoſe in C. 
medy indeed more polite, thoſe in Paſtarals more unele- 
21nt, as ſuppos'd to lead a rude Life in Solitude; and 


aſon Denor à Doctor of Paduz takes notice of the 
ane 
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ſame as a very abſurd Error. Ariflotle heretofore 
for a like Fault reprehended the Megarenfians, who 
obſerved no Decorumin their Theatre, but brought in 
mean Perſons with a Train fit for a Ang, and 
cloath'd a Cobler or a Tinker in a Purple : In 
vain doth Feratus in his Diſpute againft 9 De- 
nor, to defend thoſe elaborately exquiſite Di{courſes, 
and notable ſublime Sentences of his Paftor Fido, 
bring ſome lofty Idyllinms of Theocritus, for thoſe are 
not acknowledged to be Paſtoral; Theocritus and 
Virgil muſt be conſulted in this Matter, the former 
deſignedly makes his Shepherd's Diſcourſe in the 
Dorick, i. e. the Ruſlick Diale&, ſometimes (carce 
true Giammar; and the other ſludiouſiy affects Ig- 
norance? in the Perſons of his Shepherds, as Servius 
hath obſerv'd, and is evident in Melibeaus, who 
makes Oaxes to be a River in Crete, when tis in Me- 
ſopotamia ; and both of them take this way, that the 
7 may the more exactly [uit with rhe Perſons 
they repreſent, who of themſelves are rude and un- 
poliſh'd. And this proves that they ſcandalouſly 
err, who make the ir Shepherds appear polite and e- 
legant, nor can I imagine what Feratus who makes 
% much ado about the polite Manners of rhe Arca- 
4ian Shepherds, would lay to Polzbins, who tells us 
that the 4rcadians, by reaſon of the Mountainoul- 
neſs of the Country, and Hardnels of the Weather, 
are very unſociable and auſtere. 

Now as too much Nearneſs in Paſtoral is not to be 
allow'd, fo Ruſticity (I do not mean that which 
Plato in his Third Book of a Common-wealth, men- 
tions, which is but a part of a doww-right Honeſly ) 
but clowniſh Stupidity, fuch as Tbeophraſtur, in his 
Charactet of a Ruſtick, deſcribes ; or that difagre-- 
able unfaſhionzble Roughneſs which Abrice menti- 
ons in his Epiſtle to Lallius, muſt not in my Opinion 
be endur'd. On this fide Mantuamn errs eftreamly, 
and is intolerably abſurd, who makes Shepherd ; 
blockiſhly ſottiſh, and iofufferably rude. And a cer- 
tain Interpreter blames Theocritis for the lame thing, 
who in lume Mens * loa:etimes k eps too 

2 Sul? 


26 RaeiN's Diſcourſe 

cloſe to the Clown, and is ruſtick and uncouth ; but 
nis may be very well excus'd, becauſe the Age in 
which he lang was not as polite as now. 

Bur that every part may be ſuitable to a Shepherd, 
we muſt conſult unſtain'd, uncorrupted Nature; fo 
tnat the Manners might not be too Clowniſh nor too 
Courtly : And this Mean may be eafily obſerved, it 
ite Manners of our Shepherds be repreſented accor- 
Ging to the Genius of the Golden Age, in which, if 
Guarinus may be believ d, every Man follow'd that 
Employment, And Nannius in the Preface to his 
Comments on //irgil's Bucolicks, is of the fame O- 
þinicn, for he requires that the Manners might re- 
preſent the Golden Age : And this was the Reaſon 
that Virgil himſelf in his Pollio deſcribes that Age, 
which he knew very well was proper to Bucolicks - 
For in the whole Courſe of a Snepherd's Life, there 
can be no form more excellent than that which was 
the Practice of the Golden Age; and this may ſerve 
to moderate and temper the Aﬀettions that muſt be 
expteſt in this ſort of Poctry, and ſufficiently declare 
the whole Eſſence of it, which in ſhort muſt be taken 
from the Nature of a Shepherd's Life, to which a 
Courtly Dreſs is not agreeable. 

That the Thought may be commendable, it muſt 
be ſuitable to the Manners ; as thole muſt be plain 
and puie that muſt be ſo too: nor muſt contain any 
deep, exquiſite, or elaborate Fancies. And again, 
this the Ealians offend, who continually hunt after 
ſmart witty Sayings, very fooliſhly in my Opinion; 
for in the Country, where all things ſhould be full of 
Plainneſs and Simplicity, who would paint or en- 
deavour to be gaudy, when ſuch Appearances would 
be very diſagreeable, and offend? Pontanus in this 
matter hath ſaid very well, The Thought muſt not be too 
exquiſite and witty, the Compariſons obvious and com- 
mon, ſuch as the State of Ferſons and Things require : 
Yet tho' too ſcrupulous a Curioſity in Ornament 
cughtto be rejected, yet leſl the Thought be cold 
aud flat, it muſt have ſomie Quacknels of Paſſion, a: 
in thele ; 
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Cruel Alexis can't my Verſes move? 
Haſt thou no Pitty ? I muſt die for Love. 


And again, 
He neither Gods, nor yet my Verſe regards. 


The Senſe muſt not be long, copious, and conti- 
nued, for Paſtoral is weak, and not able to hold out; 
but of this more when I come to lay down Rules for 
its Compolure: But tho? it ought to imitate 
in its common way of Diſcourſe, yet it muſt not 
old Comedy for its Pattern, for that is too impudent, 
and licentiouſly abuſive. Let it be free and modeſt, 
honeſt and ingenuous, and that will make it agree- 
able to the Golden Age. 

Let the Expreffion be plain and eaſy, but elegant 
and near, and the pureſt which the Language will 
afford; Pontanus upon Virgil's Bucolicks gives the 
very ſame Rule. In Bucolicks the Expreſton muſt be 
humble, nearer common Diſcourſe than otherwiſe, not 
very ſpirituous and vivid, yet ſuch as ſhows Life and 
Strength: Tis certain that Virgil in his Bucolicks u- 
ſeth the ſame Words which Tully did in the Forum 
or the Senate: and Tityrus beneath his ſhady Beech 
ſpeaks as pure and good Latin as in his 
Palace, as Modicius in his Apology for Virgil hath ex- 
cellently obſerv d. This Rule, it is true, Theoeritus 
hath not ſo ſtrictly follow'd, whoſe Ruſtick and Pa- 
ſtoral Muſe, as Nuintilian phraſeth it, not ay is 
afraid to appear in the Forum, but the City : and for 
the very ſame thing an Alexandrian flouts the Syracu- 
fian Women in the yifteenth Idyilium of Theocritus ; 
for when they, being then in the City, ſpoke the 
Dorick Diale&, the delicate Citizen could not en 
dure it, and found fault with their diſtzſifu}, as he 
thought, Pronunciation : and his Reflection was ve- 
Ty (mart, 


Like 


28 RavtN's Diſconrſe 


Like Pidgeons you have Mouths from Ear to Ear. 


So intolerable did that broad way of Pronunciati- 
on, tho” exactly fit for a Clowns Diſcourſe, ſeem to 
a Citizen. And hence Probus obſerves, that it was 
much harder for the Latines to write Paſtorals, than 
for the Greeks ; becauſe the Latines had not ſome 
Diale&s peculiar to the Country, and others to the 
City, as the Greeks had; befades, the Latin Lan- 

as Nuintilian bath obſerved, is not capable 
of the Naatneſs which is neceſſary to Bucolicks, no, 
that is the peculiar Privilege of the Greeks. We 
cannot, lays he, be ſo low, they exceed us in Subtilty, 
and in Propriety they are at more Certainty than we. 
And again, in pat and cloſe Expreſſions we cannot 
reach the Greeks And, if we believe Tully, Greek is 
much more fit for Ornament than Latin, for it hath 
much more of that Neatneſs, and raviſhing Delight- 
fulneſs, which Bucolicks neceſſarily require. 

Yet of Paitoral, with whoſe Nature we are not 
very well acquainted, what that Form is which the 
Greeks call the Character, is not very ealy to determine; 
yet that we may come to ſome Certainty, we muſt 
flick to our former Obſervation, viz. that Paſtoral 
belongs properly to the Golden 4ge. For as Fully in 
his Treatiſe de Oratore [ays, In all our Diſputes the 
Subject is to be meaſur'd bythe moſt perfect of that kind, 
— in his Encomiam on s hints the 
very lame, when he tells us that Poetry faſhions its 
Subject as Men imagine it ſhould be, and not as fe- 
ally it is: See oZar, ess Nin, Now the 
Life of a Shepherd, that it might be rais'd to the 
higheſt Perfection, is to be tefert d to the Manners 
and Age of the World whilſt yet innocent, and ſuch 
as the Fables have deſcrib'd it: And as Simplicity 
was the principal Virtue of that Age, ſo it ought 
to be the peculiar Grace, and as it were Character of 
Bucolicks; in which the Fable, Manners, Thought, 
and Expreſſion ought to be full of the molt innocent 
Simplicity imagiaable : for as Innocence in Lite, ſo 

Purity 
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Purity and Simplicity in Diſcourſe was the Glory of 
that Age. So as Gravity to Epicks, Sweetneſs to 
Lyricks, Humour to Comedy, nels to Elegies, and 
Smarineſs to Epigrams, ſo Simplicity to Paſtorals is 
proper; and one upon Theocritus lays, That the Idea 
of his Bucolicks is in mow part pure, and in all that 
belongs to Simplicity very happy. Such is this of Vir 
gil, Unwholſome to us Singers is the ſhade 


Of Juniper, tit an unwholſome Shade. 


Than which in my Opinien nothing can be more 
ſimply, nothing more ruſtically ſaid; and this is 
the Reaſon I ſuppoſe why Macrobius ſays that this 
kind of Poetry is creeping and upon mean Subjects: 
and why too Virgil's Tiryrus lying under his 
Beech diſpleaſeth ſome ; excellent Criticks 
whom I wiſh a little more Senſe, that they 

not really be, what they would not ſeem to be, 
diculous : Theocritus excels Virgil in this, of whom 


Modicius lays, Theocritus deſerves the eſt Commen- 
dation for his happy Imitation of the icity of bis 


berds: Vi h mix d Allegories, and ſome o- 
62 th 5 2 too 21 and diep- 
neſs of Thought for Perſons of ſo mean a MPuality. 
Yer here I muff obviate their Miſtake, who 
that this fort of Perry, becauſe in it ſelf low and 
{iimple, is the proper Work of mean Wits, and not 
the ſublime and excellent Perfections: For as I think 
there can be nothing more elegant than eaſy naked 
Simplicity, ſo likewiſe nothing can ire more 
Strength of Wit, and greater Pains; and he muſt be 
of a great and clear ——— who attempts Paſtor 
and iy of with _—— is no part -n 
Poetry that requires more Spirit, for if a rt 
not cloſe and well compated the whole Fabrick will 
be ruin'd, and the Matter, in it ſelf humble, muſt 
creepz unleſs it is held up by the Strength and Vi- 
gout of the Ex —— | 
Another ification and Excellence of Pafforal'is 
to imitate Timanthes's Art, of whom Pliny 2 
us, 
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thus ; Timanibes was very ingenious, in all his Pieces 
more was to be underſtood than the Colours * 4, 
and tho" his Art was wery extraordinary, yet bis Fancy 
exceeded it. In this Virgil is peculiarty happy, but 
hers, eſpecially raw unexperienced Writers, if they 
are to deſcribe a Rainbow, or a River, pour out their 
whole Stock, and ate unable to contain. Now it is 
properly requiſite to a Paſtoral that theze ſhould be a 
great deal couch'd in a few Words, and every thing 
it lays, ſhould be ſo ſhort, and ſo cloſe, as if its 
chiefeſt Excellence was to be ſparing in Expreſſion : 
ſuch is that of Virgil; 


Theſe Fields and Corn ſhall a Barbar ian ſhare : 
See the Efets of alt our Cioil War. 


How fhort is that? how conciſe? and yet how 
full ef Sexfe: In the fame f,, 


runder why all thy Complaints were made, 
AHſent was Tityrus : 


Mopſus ved Niſa, what may*nt Lovers hope? 
And in the ſecond Eclogue. 


Nom doſt thou fly, ah Frantick ! oft the Woods 
Hold Gods, and Paris equal to the Gods. 


This Grace Virgil learn'd from Theocritus, almoſt 
all whoſe Leda of pecially in the Third Idylium, 
have no Conjunction to connect them, chat the Senſe 
neighs be more cloſe, and the Affection vehement 


ſtrong: as ia this, 


Let all things change, let Pears the Firs adorn 
Now Daplinis dies. * 
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And in the third Eclogue. 


But when fhe ſaw, how great was the Surprize ! &c. 


And any one may find a great many of the like in 
Theocritus and Virgil, if with a leiſurely Detight he 
nicely examines their delicate Compoſures : And 
this I account the greateſt Grace in Paſtorals, which 
in my Opinion thoſe that write Paſtorals do not! fuf- 
ficiently obſetve. Tis true, ours (the French) and 
the Lalian Language is too babling to endure it; this 
is the Rock, on which thoſe that write Pafforals in 
their Mot her Tongue are uſually ſplit, but the Ta- 
lians are inevitably loſt; who having ftore of Wit, a 
very ſubtle Invention and flowing Fancy, cannot 
contain; every thing that comes into their Mind 
muſt be poured out, nor are they able to endure the 
leaſt Reſtraint ; as is evident from Marinus's Idyl- 
liums, and a great many of that Nation who have 
xentur'd on ſuch Compoſures: For anlefs there ate 
many Stops and Breakings off in the Series of a P:- 
ftoral, it can neither be pleaſing nor artificial: And 
in my Opinion Vril excells Iheocritus in this, for 
Virgil is neither ſo continued, nor fo long as The- 
ocritus, who indulges too much the Garrulity of 
his Greek ; nay, even in thoſe things which he ex- 
preſſeth he is more cloſe, and more cautiouſly con- 
ceals that part which ought to be diffembled : And 
this I am (ure is a moſt admirable part of Floquence 
as Tully in his Epiſtle to Atticus lays, *Tis rare to 
ſpeak eloquently, but more rare to be eloquently filent. 
And this unskilful Criticks are not acquainted with, 
and therefore are wont oftner to find fault with that 
which is not fitly expreſt, than commend that which 
is prudently conceal'd. I could heap up a great 
many more things to this purpoſe, but I ſee no need 
of fuch a Trouble, fince no Man can rationally 
doubt of the Goodneſs of my Obſervation : There- 
fore, in ſhort, let him that writes Paſtorals _ 

re- 
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Erevity, if it doth not obſcure his Seule, to be the 
_ greateſt Grace which he can attain. 
Now why Bucolicks ſhould requice ſuch Brevity, 
and be ſo eſſentially (paring in Expreſſion, I ſee no 
0 


othet Reaſon but this; it loves Simplicity ſo much, 
that it muſt be averſe to that Pomp and Oſlentation 
which Epick Poetry muſt thow, for that muſt be co- 
pious and flowing, in every part ſmooth and ecual 
to it (ſelf : But Paſtoral muſt diſſemble, and hide e- 
ven that which it would ſhow, like Damon's Galatea, 


who flies then when he meſt deſires to be dilcovered. 


And to the Buſbes flies, yet would he ſeen. 


Aad this dorh not proceed from any malicious 
ill-natur'd Coynels, as lome imagine, but from an 
ingenuqQus Modeſty and Baſhfulnels, which ulually 
accompanies, and is a Proof of Simplicity. Tis very 
rare, lays Pliny, to find,a Man ſo exquiſitely 5kilful, 
as to be able to ſbow thoſe Features in a Picture which 
he hides; and I think it to be ſo difficult a Task, that 
none but the moſt excellent Wits can attempt ic with 
Succeſs : For ſmall Wits uſually abound with a mul- 
titude of Words. 

The Third Grace of Bucolicks is Neatneſs, which 
contains all the taking Prettineſs and Sweetnels of 
Expreſſion, and whatſoever is call'd the Delicacies 
of rhe more delightful and pleaſing Muſes. This the 
Rural Muſes beilow'd on Virgil, as Horace in the 
tenth Satire of his ficll Book ſays, 


And Virgil happy Muſe in Eclogues plays, 
Soft and facetious ; 


Which Fabius takes to ſignify the moſt taking Nuat- 
nels, and moſt exquiſite Elegance imaginable : For 
thus he explains this place, in which he agrees with 
Tully, who in his Third Book de Oratore, ſays, the 
Atticks are facetious, i. e. elegant. Tho” the coun- 
mon Interpreters of theſe Words are not of the fame 

mind 
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mind : But if by facetiows, Horace had meant jeſting, 
and ſuch as is deſign d to make Men laugh, and ap- 
ply'd that to Virgil, nothing could have been more 
ridiculous ; it is the Deſign of Comedy to raiſe Laugh- 
ter, but Eclqgue ſhould only delight, and charm by 
its taking Prettidieſs. All raviſhing Delicacies of 
Thought, all Sweetneſs of ay 7g that Salt from 
which Venus, as the Poets fable, roſe, are ſo eſſen- 
tial to this kind of Poetry, that it cannot endure any 
thing that is ſcurrilous, maliciouſly biting, or ridi- 
culous. There muſt be nothing in it but Honey, 
Milk, Roſes, Violets, and the like Sweetneſs, ſo that 
when you read you might think that you are in Alo- 
nis's Gardens, as the Greeks ſpeak, i. e. in the moſt 
pleaſant place imaginable : For fince the Subject of 
Eclogue muſt be mean and unſurprizing, unleſs it 
maintains Purity and Neatneſs of Expreſſion, it can- 
not pleaſe. 

Therefore it muſt do as Tully ſays his Friend A- 
zticus did, who entertaining his Acquaintance with 
Leeks and Onions, pleas'd them all very well, be- 
caule he had them ſerv'd up in wicker Chargers, and 
clean Baskets; ſo let an Eclogue ſerve up its Fruits 
and Flowers with lome, tho' no coſtly Imbelliſnment, 
ſuch as may anſwer to the wicker Chargers, and 
Baskets ; which may be provided at a cheap rite, 
and are agreeable to the Country: yet (and this Rule 


if you aim at exact Simplicity, can never be too 


nicely obſervd) you muſt moſt carefully avoid all 
Paint and Gawdireſs of Expreſſion, and (which of 
all ſorts of Elegancies is the moſt difficult to be a- 
voided) you mull take the greateſt Care that no ſcru- 
pulous Trimneſs, or artificial Fineneſs appear. For, 
as Luintilian teaches, in ſome Caſes Diligence and 
Care are moſt troubleſomely perverſe; and when 
things are moſt ſweet they are next to loathſome, 
and many times degenerate : Therefore as in Wo- 
men, a careleſs Drels becomes ſome extreamly; Thus 
Paſtoral, that it might not be uncomely, ought ſome- 
times to be negligent, or the fineſt of its Ornaments 
ought not to appear and -— open to every Body's 

View: 
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View : ſo that it ought to affect a ſiudied Careleſ- 
ne[s, and defign'd Negligence : And that this may 
be all Gawdiuels of Dreſs, ſuch as Paint and Curls, 
all artificial Shining is to be deſpis d, but in the 


mean time care muſt be taken, that the Ex- 


pteſſion be bright and ſimply clean, not filthy and 
diſguſtful, but ſuch as is varniſh'd with Wit and 
Fancy. Now to perfect this, Nature is chiefly to be 
look'd upon (for nothing that is diſagreeable to Na- 
ture can pleaſe) yet that will hardly prevail naked 
by it lelf, and without the poliſhing of Art. 

Then there are Three things, in which, as in its 
parts, the whole Character of a Paſtoral iscontain'd; 
Simplicity of Thought and Expreſſion ; Shortneſs of 
Periods, full of Senſe and Spirit; and the Delicacy 
Of a moſt elegant raviſhing unaffected Neatneſs. 

Next I will enquire into the Efficient, and then 
into the Final Caule of Paſtorals. | 

Ariſtotle aſſigns two efficient Cauſes of Poetry, the 
natural Defire of Imitation in Man, whom he calls 
the moſt imitative Creature ; and Pleaſure conſequent 
to that Imitation; which indeed are the remote Cau- 
les, but the immediate are Art and Nature. Now 
according to the Differences of Genius 's, ſeveral Spe- 
cies of Poetry have been introduc'd. For as the 
Philoſopher hath obſerv'd, (Jia ran ard bud 
13n 1 weint.) Thus thoſe that were lofty imitated 
great and illuſtrious ; thoſe that were low ſpirited 


and groveling, mean Actions; and every one accor- 


ding to the various Inclination of his Nature, fol- 
low'd this or that fort of Poetry, This the Philoſo- 
pber expreſly affirms ; and Dio Chryſoftomus ſays of 
Homer, that he received from the Gods a Nature fit 
tor all forts of Verſe ; but this is au Happineſs which 
noue partake, but as he in the ſame Place intim 
God-like Minds. 88 gf" 
Not to mention other kinds of Poetry, what par- 
ticular Genius is requir'd to Paſtoral, I think, is evi- 
dent from the foregoing Diſcourſe, for as every 
part of it ought to be full of ſimple and inartificial 
Neatneſs, fo it requires & Wit naturally neat and 
plea- 


ares, 
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pleaſant, born to delight and raviſh, which are 
the Qualifications certainly of a great and moſt ex- 
cellent Nature: For whatſoever in any kind is deli- 
cate and elegant, that is uſually moſt excellent: And 
ſuch a Genius that hath a Sprightfulneſs of Nature, 
and is well inſtructed by the Rules of Art, is fit to 
attempt Paſtorals. 

Of the End of Paſtorals it is not ſo eaſy to give an 
Account: For as to the end of Poetry in general - 
the Enemies of Poets un out into a large common 
Place, and loudly tell us that Poetry is heading and 
unprofitable. Excellent Men that love Profit per- 
chance, but have no regard for Honeſty and Good- 
neſs , who do not know that all excellent 4rts ſprang 
from Poetry at firit 


Which what is boneſt, baſe, or juſt, or good, 
Better than Crantor, or Chrylippus ſbow'd. 


For it is Poetry, that like a chaſt unſported Virgin, 
ſhews Men the way, and the Means to live happily, 
who afterwards are deprav'd by the immodeſt Pre- 
ce pts of vitiated and iuipudent Philoſophy. For eve- 
xy body knows, that the Epick ſets before us the 
higheſt Example of the braveit Man; the Tragedian 
regulates the Aﬀections of the Mind; the Lyrick 
—— Manners, or fings the Praiſes of Gods and 
Heroes; ſo that there's no part of Poetry but hath its 
proper End, and Profits. 

But grant all this true, Paſtoral can make no ſuck 
Pretence. If you fing a Hero, you excite Mens Minds 
to imitate his Actions, and notable Exploits; bus 
how can Bucolicks apply theſe or the like Advantages 
to it (elf? He that reads Heroick Poems, learns 
what is the Virtue of a Hero, and wiſhes to be like bim; 
but he that reads Paſtorals, neither learns bow to feed 
Sheep, nor wiſhes himſelf a Shepherd. And a great 
deal more to this purpoſe you rnay ſee in Modicins, 
as Pont anus Cites him in his Notes on Virgil's Ec- 


logues. 
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But when it is the End of Comedy, as Jerom in his 
Epiſtle to Furia ſays, to know the Humours of Men, 
and to deſcribe them; and Demea in Terence intimates 
the ſame thing; 


Ta look on all Mens Lives as in a Glaſs, 
And take from thoſe Examples for our Own. 


ſo that our Humours and Converſations may be 
better'd and m_—_— why may not Paſtorgl be al- 
low'd the ſame Privilege, and be admitted to regu- 
late and improve a Shepherd's Life by its Bucolicks ? 
For fince it is a Product of the Golden Age, it will 
new rhe moſt innocent Manners of the moft ancient 
Simplicity, how plain and honeſt, and how free from 
all Varniſh, and Deceir, to more degenerate, and 
worſe times. And certainly for this it is cammen- 
dable in its kind, fince its Deſign in drawing the I- 
mage of a Country and Shepherd's Life, is to teach 
Honeſty, Candor, and Simplicity, which are the 
Virtues of zrivate Men; as Epicks teach the higheſt 
Fortitude, and Prudence, and Conduct, which are 
the Virtues of Generals, and Aings. And it is neceſ- 
{ary to Government, that as there is one kind of Po- 
etry to inſtruct the Citizens, there ſhould be another 
to faſhion the Manners of the Rufticks; which if 
Paſtoral, as it does, did not do, yet would it not be 
alrogether frivolous, and idle, fince by its taking 
Prettineſſes it can delight, and pleaſe. It can ſcarce 
be imagin'd, how much the moit flouriſhing times 
of the Roman Common-wealth, in which Vigil 
wrote, grew better and brisker by the uſe of Paſtoral ; 
with it were Auguſtus, Mecenas, Aſinius Pollio, A- 
_= Faru, lius Gallus, the moſt admired 

its of that happy Age, wonderfully pleas'd; for 
whatever is ſweet and raviſhing, is contain'd in this 
ſweeteſt kind of Poetry. But if we muſt flight every 
thing, from which no Profit is to be hop'd, all Pleaſures 
of the Eye and Ear are preſently to be laid aſide ; and 
thoſe excellent Arts, Muſick, and Painting, _ 

wnic 
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which the beſt Men uſe to be delighted, are preſent. 
ly to be left off. Nor is it indeed credible, that ſo 
many excellent Wits, as have devoted themſelves to 
Poetry, would ever have meddled Wh it, if it had 
been ſo empty, idle, and frivolous, z3- fome- ridicu- 
louſly moroſe imagine; who 'forfooth are bettet 
pleas'd with the Severity of Philoſophy, and her 
harſh, deform'd impropriety of Expre Bur 
the Judgments of ſuch Men ate the moſt contempti- 
ble in the World ; for when by Poetry Mens Minds 
are faſhioned to generous Humours, Kindneſs, and 
— — 3 s to all thoſe 
8 alities, w or proclaim Poetry to be 
frivolous, and uſeleſs. _ l 122 
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The THIRD PART. 


Rules for writing PASTORALS. 


BGG N delivering Rules for writing Pa- 
88 ſtorals, I ſhall not point to the Streams 
S | 57 which to look after argues a ſmall 


3118 | 
| = IS 


ee how difficult it is to write Paſtorals, 
e which many ſeem not — to 
underſtand : For fince its Matter is low and humble, 
it ſeems to have nothing that is troubleſome, and 
difficult. But this is a great Miſtake, for as Horace 
ſaysof Comedy; ** It is by fo much the more difficult, 
** by how much the leſs pardonable are the Miſtakes 
committed in its Compoſure. And the ſame is to 
be thought of every thing, whoſe End is to pleaſe, 
and delight, For whatſoever is contriv'd for Plea- 
ſure, and not neceſſarily requir'd, unleſs it be exqui- 
fire, muſt be nauſeous, and diſtaſiful ; as at a Supper, 
{craping Muſick,thick Ointment, or the like, becauſe 
the Entertainment might have been without all theſe : 
For the ſweeteſt Thiogs, and moſt delicious, are moſt 
apt to ſatiate; for tho' the Senſe may ſometimes be 
pleas'd, yet it preſently diſguſts that which is luſci- 
ous, and, as Lucretius phraſeth it, 


F'en in the midſt and fury of the Joys, 
Sometbing that”s better riſeth, and deſtroys. 


Beſide, 
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Beſide, ſince Paſtoral is of that Nature, that it can: 
not endure too much r ſcrupu- 
— Diligence, it muſt be very to be com- 
ber d. eſpecially fince the Expfeſſiqa muſt be neat, 
not too exquiſite, and fine : It muſt have a fim 
ple native Beauty, but not too mean; it miſt Have 
all forts of and — — Fancies, yet 
be flowing, and luxuriant. 
it all theſe Excellencies is difficult — 
Wit, whoſe Nature it is to pour it ſelf forth, muſt 
rather be reftrain'd than indulg d; and that force 
of the Mind, which of ir ſelf is ſo ready to run on, 
muſt be check'd, and bridled : Which cannot be ca- 
fily 12 by any, but thoſe who 
good Ju and pradtically skill'd 
nces: And ly, 2 neat, and as = IP | 
py Wit; not that curious ſort, I me i 
tronius allows Horace, leſt too much 47 
off the Beauty of the Simplicity. 
would not oat Sora gp yo ES 
not ve ature, very much at 
For what ts more hard than to be always in 
Country, and yet never to be — 2 
& mean, and trivial Ky << not tr 
meanly ? 28 . 
Sound from being 2 and Te ? T 
every thing ſweet, yet never ſatiate 
— ns ary to premiſe, in order to the 
laying down of ſuch _— I defign. For 
ked lreity both 
Falera 1 — bare Ae plation, might ſeem 
8 2 vill be ee 
Taſk : Nor was the Difficulty to diſſembled, 
ance ſhould war f —4 into a raſh 
DT med ee wth Rules; for as 
excellent can be Ab. the 
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„) ſo there is no Nature ſo exce 
py, which by its own Strength, 
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But it is hard to give Rules for that, for which 
there have been none already given; for where there 
are no Footſteps not Path' to direct, I cannot tell how 
any one can be certain of his Way. Yet in this dif- 
Gully: I will follow Ind Example, who being 
a ks, pes d  Ho- 
from whom be deluvd the whole 
r from and Virgil, 
ſhall deliver on 


to lay dbwn Rales concerning 
mer 4s 4 Patten 
Art: So 1 wi 
thoſe Fathers 


, yet Virgil hath bappily 
add the ſame Chat age 


the moſt welghty 
jet: of Epick Phery 3 for Virgil =}. -or pada 
y Things to bis Oaten Reed, but yet ſuited to the 
Hurhour of a Shepherd, for every thing that is not 
z2recable to that, cannot belong to Paſtoral - its 
own Nature it cannot treat of lofty and great Mat- 
„ Thelsfore let ren be ſmgath and ſoft, not voi 
gie and bombaſt ; left whilſt ir raiſeth its Voice, and 
apeds its Mouth, it meet with the ſame fate that, 
y ſay, an Italian Shepherd did, who having a ve- 
large Mouth, and a very Breath, brake his 
de as, often as he blow'd it. is is a great Fault 
in one that writes Paſtorals : For if his Words are 
too lounding, or his Senſe too ſtrong, be muſt be ab- 
ſurd, becauſe Indecently loud. And this is not the 
Rule of an unſxilful impertinent Advifer, but rather 
of a very excellent Maſter in this Art ; for — 
twie 
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twicht Virgil by the Ear, and warn'd him to forbear 
reat Subjects: But if it ventures upon fuch, it y 
allow'd to uſe ſome ſhort Invocations, and, as E- 
icks do, modeſtly implore the Aﬀſtance of a Muſe. 
his Virgil doth in his Pollio, which is a Compoſure 
of an unuſual loftineſs ; 


Sicilian Muſe begin a loftier flrain. 


So he invocates Arethuſa, when Cornelius Gallus, 
Proconful of Egypt, and his Amour, Matters above the 
commer 22 — are his Subject. | 


One Labour more © Arethuſa yield. 


Why he makes his Application to 4rethuſa 
to conjecture, for ſhe was a Nymph of Sicily, and ( 
he ht * that ſhe could inſpire him wi 

int fit for Paftorals, which firſi began in that 
thus in the ſeventh and eighth Eclogue, 
ter would bear, he invocates the Nymp 
ſes: And Theocritus does the ſame, 


as 
hs 


Tell Goddeſs, you can tell. 


From whence it is evident that in Pafforal, tho? it 
never pretends to any greatneſs, Invocations may be 
allow'd : But whatever Subject it chooſeth, it muſt 
take Care to accommodate it to the Genius and Cir- 
cumitances of a Shepherd. 

Concerning the Form, or Mode of Imitation, I 
ſhall not repeat what I have already ſaid, viz. that 
this is in it ſelf miæt; for Paſtoral is either Mternate, 
or hath but one Per/an, or is mit of both: Yer is 
properly and chiefly Alternate, as is evidenr” 
that of Theocritus. ' 


Sing Rural ſtrains, for as we march along 
We may delight each other with a Song. 


N 


In 
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In which the Poet ſhows that alternate finging is 
roper to a Paſtoral: But as for the Fable, tis agus 
_ * it be ſimple, leſt inftead of wal 

on the Form of a medy, or Tragedy, i 
1 e be great, or intricate, it muſt be One: — 


47 ente thinks neceſſary in every Poem, and Horace 
lays down this memory, 


Be every Fable fimple, and but one : 


For every Poem, that is not One, is imperfect, and 
this Unity is to be taken from the Aion : For if that 
is One, = Poem will be ſo too. Such is the Paſſion 


of Corydon in Virgil's ſecond Eclogue, Melibeus's Ex- 
1 with Tityrus about his Fortune; Tbeocri- 


| Thyrſis, Cyclo pr, * Amaryllis, of which per- 
taps in its proper Place I may treat more ely. 
the third Rule be the Aer, 
which cannot be in this eee unlefs bot - 
—7 e 2 
r chiefly fimp ingenuous: 
is that of Theocritus 15 


A Kid belongs to 5 and Kids are good. 
Or that in Virgil's ſeventh Eclogue, 


This Pail of Milk, theſe Cakes (Priapus) every Year 
Exped ; alittle Garden is thy care: 
Thou'rt Marble now, but if more Land I hold, 


Ii my Flock thrive, thou ſbalt be made of Gold. 
than which I cannot imagine more ſimple, and more 
iogfougus Expreſſians. To which may be added 
that out of his Palemon. 


And I love Phyllis, for her Charms excel; 8 


At my departure O what tears there fell! 
She gh d, Farewell Dear Youth, a long Farewell. 


Now, 
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Now, That I call an ingenuous Expreſſion which 
is clear and ſmooth, that ſwells with no inſolent 
Words, of bold Metaphors, but hath ſomething fa- 
miliar, and as it were obvious in its Compoſuze, 
and not diſguis'd by any ſludy'd and affected drefs,:. 
All its Ornaments muſt be like the Corn and Fruits 
in the Country, eaſie to be gotten, and ready at hand, 
not ſuch as requires Care, Labour, and Coſt to be 
obtain'd: As Hermogenes on Theocritus obſerves; ſee 
bow eaſie and unaffeted this ſounds, - 


Pines mur murings, Goatherd, are a pleaſing ſound, 


and moſt of his eſfions, not to ſay all, are of the 
ſame & —— inge nuous — licity of of 
Thought aud Expreſſion is the natural Characteriſtick 
of Paſtoral, In this Theocri:us and Virgil are admi- 
rable, and excellent, the others defpicable, and to 
be pittied : For they being enfeebled by the meanneſs 
of their Subject, either creep, or flat. Virgil 
keeps himſelf up by his choice and curious Words, 
and tho* his Matter for the moſt part (and Paſtoral 
requires it) is mean, yet his Expreſſions never flag, 
as is evident from theſe Lines in his Alexis: 


The gloſſy Plumbs I'll bring, and juicy Pear, 
Such as were once delightful to my Dear: 
I'll crop the Laurel, and the Myrtle Tree, 
Confus'dly ſet, becauſe their Sweets agree. 


ject, and deſpicable, you muſt borrow ſome 

ttom the Expreſſion; not ſuch as is dazling, 
pure, and lambenr, ſuch as may thine thrg* the whole 
Matter, but never flaſb, and blind. The Words of 
luch a Stile we are uſually taught in our Nurſes 
Arms, but tis to be perfected and poliſhed by length 
of time, frequent uſe, ſtudy, and diligent reading of 
the moſt approved Authors: For Paſtoral is apt to 
be ſighted for the meanneſs of its Matter, _ 8 


For ſince the Matter muſt be low, to avoid being od- 
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hath ſome additional Beauty, be pure, poliſht, and 
ſo made pleaſing, and attractive. Therefore never 
let any one, that defigns to write Paſtorals, corrupt 
imſelf with foreign Manners ; for if he hath once 
i the healrhful Habit, as I may ſay, of Ex- 
preſſion, which Bucolicks neceſſarily require, it is im- 
poſſible he ſhould be fit for that taſk. Yet let him 
not affect pompous or dazling Expreſſions, for ſuch 
belong to Epicks, or Tragedians. Let his Words 
ſom taſt of the Country, not that I mean, of 
which Vo 's Annals, upon which Carullus hath 
ning Epigram, are full ; for though the 
Thought ought to ruſtick, and fuch as is ſuita- 
ble to a Shepherd, yet it ought not to be Clowniſh, as 
is evident in Corydon, when he makes mention of his 


Young fportive Creatures, and of ſpotted hue, 
Which ſuckled twice a Day, I keep for you : 
Theſe Theſtilis hath beg'd, and beg'd in vain, 
But now they're Hers, fince you my Gifts diſdain. 


For what can be more Ruſtical, than to deſign thoſe 
Goats for Alexis, at that very time when he believes 
Theſtilis's winning importunity will be able to pre- 
vail? Yet there is nothing Clowaiſh in the Words. 
In ſhort, Bucolicks ſhould deſerve that Commendati- 
on which Tully gives Craſſus, of whoſe Orations he 
would ſay, that nothing could be more free from child- 
i/þ painting, and affected finery. So let the Expreſſion 
in Paſtoral be without gaudy Trappings, and all thole 
little fineries of Art, which are us'd to fer off and 
varniſh a Dilcourſe : But let an ingenuous Simplici- 
ty, and una ffected pleaſing Neatneſs appear in every 
3 which yet will be flat, if it is drawn out to any 
Ee, ſhort, and broken, as that in 
Virgil, 
He that loves Bavius Verſes, hates not Thine: 


And 
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And ia the ſame Eclogue, 


—— It us not ſafe to drive too nigh, 

The Bank may fail, the Ram is hardly dry : 
And ia Corydon, 

To learn this Art what won't Amyntas do ? 

Aud in Theocritus much of the ſame Nature may 
een; as in his other Paſtoral Idyilinms, fo chiefly 
in his Fifth, Thus Battus in the fourth Ichllium, 
-omplaining for the loſs of Amaryllis, 


Dear Nymph, dear as my Goats, you dy'd. 


And how ſoft and tender is that in the third IH“ 


lium, 


And fone may look on me, ſve may be won, 
She may be kind, ſte is not perfect Stone. 


And in this conciſe, cloſe way of Expreſſion lies the 
chiefeſt Grace of Paftorals : For iu my Opinion, 
there's nothing in the whole Compoſition that czn 
delight more than theſe frequent ftops, and break- 
ings off. Vet leſt in theſe too it become dull and 
fluggiſh, it muſt be quickned by frequent lively 
touches of Concernment : Such as that of the Guat: 
herd in the third Idyllium, | 


—— I fee that 1 mull die 


Or Daphnis's deſpait, which T fings in the firſt 


Ja) eiu ils 


T: Wolves, and Pudt, and Mount ain Bars adieu, 
dhe Herdſmen now muſt walk no more with Du. 


* Hor 
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How tender are the Lines, and yet what Paffion they 
contain | And moſt of Virgil's are of this Nature, 
bur there are likewiſe in him ſome touches of deſpair- 
ing Love, luch as is this of Alpheſibeus. 


Nor have I any mind to be reliev'd : 
Or that of Damon, 

T'il die, yet tell my Love e en whilſt I die. 
Or that of Corydon, 

He lov'd, but could not hope for Love again. 


For tho” Paſtoral doth not admit any violent Paſſions, 
ſuch as proceed from the greateſt Extremity, and 
uLually accompany deſpair ; yet becauſe deſpairing 
Love is not attended with thole frightful and harri- 
Lle Conſequences, but looks more like Grief to be 
pittied, and a pleaſing Madneſs, than Rage and Fury, 
Eclopue is ſo fat from refuſing, that it rather loves, 
and paſſionately requires them. Therefore an unfor- 
tunate Shepherd may be brought in, complaining of 
his ſucceileſs Love to the Moon, Stars, or Rocks, or 
to the Woods, and purling Streams, mourning the 
unſupportable anger, the frowns and coynels of his 
proud Phyllis; ſinging at his Nymp/*s Door, (which 
Plutarch reckons among the figns of Paſſion ) or do- 
ing any of thole fouoleries, which are familiar to Lo- 
vers, Yet the Paſſion muſt not tile too high, as P)- 
Iyphemus's, Galateas's mad Lover, of whom Theocr :- 
zus divinely thus, as almoſt of every Thang elle : 


His was ud common flame, nor could he move 
In the old Arts, and beaten faths of Love, 

Na Flowers, nor Fruits ſent to oblige the Fair, 
His was all Rage, and Madneſs. 


Fur all violent Perturbations are to be diligently a- 
voided 
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voided by Hucolicks, whoſe Nature it is to be Por 
and eaſie For in fmall Matters, and ſuch muſt all 
the Strifes and Contemtions of Shepherds be, to 
make a great deal ado, is as unſeemly, as to put 
Hercules's V izard and Buſkins on an Infant, as Quin- 
til ian hath excellently obiervd. For ſince Eclogu⸗ 
is but weak, it ſeems not capable of thoſe Comuio- 
tions which belong to the Theater, and Pulpit ; they 
muſt be fofr, and gentle, and all its Paſſion mut 
feem to flow only, and not break out: As iu Li 
gil's Gallus, 


far from home and me you wander 0're 
The Alpine ſnow:, the fartheſt Weſtern ſbore, 
And frozen Rinne. When ave we like to meet? 
Ah gently, gently, leſt thy tender Feet 

Sharp Ice may wound, 


To thele he may ſometimes join ſome ſhort Inter- 
rogations made to inanimate Beings, for thole ſptead 
a ſtiange Life and V igour tiiro? the whole Compo- 
ſure. Thus in Daphnis, 


Did not You Streams, and Hazels, bear the Nymph: * 
Or give the very Trees, and Fountains ſenſe, as in 
Tityrus, 

Thee ( Tityrus) the Pines, and every Vale, 

The Fountains, Hills, and every Shrub did call: 


for by this the Concernment is expreſs'd ; and of the 
like Nature is that of Thyrfis, in Virgil's Melibeus, 


I hen Phyllis comes, my Wood will all be green. 


And this fort of Expreſſion is frequent in Theocy i- 
tus, and Virgil, and in theſe the delicacy of Paſtoral 
is principally contain'd, as one of the old Interpre- 
ters of Theocritus hath obſerv d on this Line, in the 
eighth Idyllium. F. 2 Ye 
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Ie Vales, and Streams, a Race Divine. 


Put let them be fo, and ſo (ſeldom us'd, that no- 
thing appear vehement, and bold, for Boldneſs and 
Vehemence deſtroy the Sweernefſs which pecuiiarly 
commends Bucolicks, and in thole Compolures a con- 
nlant Care to be ſoft and eafie ſhould be chief: For 
Paſtoral bears ſome Reſemblance to Terence, of 
whom Tully, in that Poem which he writes to Li- 
5 gives this Character; 


His Words are ſoft, and each Fatreſion ſweet. 


In mixing Paton in Paiſtorals, that Rule of Longi- 
uut's golden Treatile a 9 * muſt be obſerv d; 
Never uſe it, but when the Matter requires it, and 
en too very ſparingly. 

Concerning the Numbers, in which Paſtoral ſhould 
be wrirren, this is my Opinion; the Heroick Mea- 
ſure, but not fo ſtrong and founding as in Epicks, is to 
be cholen, Virgil and Theocritus have given us Exam- 
ples; for tho” Theocritus hath in one Tdyllium mix'd 
other Numbers, yet that can be of no force againſt 
all the reſt; and Virgil uſeth no Numbers but Ve- 
roick, from whence it may be inferr'd, that thoſe are 
the fitteſſ. 

Paſtoral may ſometimes admit plain, but not long 
Narrations, ſuch as Socrates in Plato requires in a 
Poet ; for he chiefly approves thoſe who ule a plain 
Narration, and commends that above all other which 
is ſhort, and fitly expteſſeth the Nature of the Thing. 
Some are of Opinion that Bucolicks cannot endure 
Narrations, eſpecially if they are very long, and ima- 
gine there are none in Virgil; but they have not 
been nice enough in their Obſervations, for there are 
ſome, as that in Silenus. 
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Young Chromis and M naſ ylus chanc'd to ſtray, 
Where (ſleeping in a Cave) Silenus lay, 


Whoſe conſtant Cups fly fuming to his Brain, 
And always boil in each extended Vein : 


His truſty Flaggon, full of potent Juice, 
Was hanging by, worn out with Age, and Uſe, &c. 


But becauſe Na rations are ſo ſeldom to be found 
in Theucritus, and Virgil, I. think they ought not to 
be often us'd ; yet if the Matter will bear it, I be- 
lieve ſuch as Socrates would have, may very fitly be 
made uſe of. | 

The Compolure will be more fuitable to the Ge- 
nius of a Shepherd, if now and then there are ſome 
ſhort Turns and Digreſſions from the Purpoſe. Such 
is that concerning Pafiphae in Silenus, although it 1s 
almoſt too long; but we may give Virgil a little 
leave, who takes ſo little Liberty himſelf, 

Concerning Deſcriptions I cannot tell what to lay 
down, for in this Matter our Guides, Virgil, and 
Theocritus, do not very well agree. For he in his 
firſt Idyllium makes ſuch a long immoderate Deſcrip- 
tion of his Cup, that Criticks find fault with him, 
but no ſuch Deſcription appears in all Virgil ; for 
how fparing is he in his Deſcription of Melibeus's 
Beechen Par; the Work of Divine Alsimedon ? He 
doth it in five Verſes, Theocritus runs out into thirty, 
which certainly is an Argument,of a Wit that is ve- 
ry much at leiſure, and unable to moderate hi 
Force, That Shortneſs which Virgil hath prudentl) 
made choice of, is in my Opinion much better; for 
a Shepherd, who is naturally incurious, and uno-- 
ſerving, cannot think that it is his Duty to be ex- 
act in Particulars, and deſcribe every thing with an 
accurate Niceneſs; yet Ronfſardas hath done it, 2 
Man of moſt correct ſudgment, and, in Initationot 
Theocritus, hath, conſidering the then Poverty <1 
our Language, mes and largely deſcrib'd his 
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Cup; and Marinus in his Idylliums hath follow'd th 
ame Example. He never keeps within Compals in 
his Deſcriptions, for which he is deſervedly blam'd ; 
Jet thoſe who would be thought accurate, and Men 
of ſudgment, follow Virgi/'s prudent Moderation. 
Nor can the others gain any Advantage from Mo/- 
chus's Europa, in which the Deſcription of the Baske: 
13 very long, for that Idyllium is not Paſtoral; yet 1 
confels, that ſome Deſcriptions of ſuch trivial 
things, if not minutely accurate, may, if ſeldom us d, 
be decently allow'd a Place in the Diſcourſes of 
Shepherds. 

Bur tho” you muſt be ſparing in your Deſcriptions, 
vet your Compariſons mult be frequent, and the more 
often you ule them, the better and more graceful 
will be the Compoſure ; ef p_ if taken from ſuc 
things, as the Shepherds muſt be familiarly acquaint- 
ed with. They are frequent in Theocritus, but fa 
proper to the Country, that none but a Shepherd dare 
vle them. Thus Menalcas in the eighth Idyllium 


Rough Storms to Trees, to Birds the treacherous Snar:, 
Are frightful Evils; Springes to the Hare, 
Soft Virgins Love to Man, &c, 


And Damatas in Vitgil's Palemon, 


Volves Sheep deſtroy, Winds Trees when newyy blown, 
Storms Corn, and me my AmaryllNs frown. 


And that in the eighth Eclogue, 


41 Clay grows hard, Wax ſoft in the ſame Fire, 
% Daphnis does in one extream Deſire, 


And ſuch Compariſcns are very frequent in him. 2 
very ſuitable © MR of 2 She herd ; 28 
wite often Keretitions, and Doublings of ſome 
Words; which, if they are luckily plac'd, have an 
LEFT: ible Quairtneſs, and make the Numbers 
extrean 


— 


Part III. fon PASTORALS. 51 


extream [weet, and the Turns raviſhing and de- 
lightful, An Inſtance of this we have in Virgil's 
libaus; 


(Tree, 
Phyllis the Hazel loves; whilſt Rþyllis yves that 


Myrtles than Hazels of leſs Fame ſpall be. 


As for the Manners of your Shepherds, they muſt 
be ſuch as theirs who liv'd in the lands of the 
Happy or Golden Age; y muſt be candid, fimple, 
and ingenuous ; Lovers of Goodneſs, and Juſtice, 
affable, and kind ; Strangers to all Fraud, Contri- 
vance, and Deceit ; in their Love modeſt, and chaſt, 
not one ſuſpicious Word, no looſe, Expreſſion to be 
allow'd ; and in this part Theocritus is faulty, Virgi 
never : and this Difference perhaps is to be aſcrib'd 
to their Ages, the times in which the latter liv'd 
being more polite, civil, and genteel. And there- 
fre thoſe who make wanton Love-ſtories the Sub- 
ect of Paſtorals, are in my Opinion very unadvis'd ; 
tor all ſort of Lewdnefs or Debauchery are directly 
contrary to the Innocence of the Golden Age. There 
is another thing in which Theocritus is faulty, and 
that is making his Shepherds too ſharp, and abufive 
to one another; Comatas and Lacon are ready to fight, 
and the*railing between thole two is as bjtter as 
Billingſgate. Now certainly ſuch Raillery- cannot 
be ſuitable to thoſe ſedate times of the HAPPY Age. 

As for Sentences, if weighty, and philoſophical, 
common Senſe tells us they are not fit for a Shepherd's 
Mouth. Here Theocritus cannot be altogether ex- 
cus'd, but Virgil deferves no Reprehenfion. But 
Proverbs juſtly challenge Admiſſion into Paſforals, 
nothing being more common in the Mouths of Coun- 
try-men, than old Sayings. 


Thus much ſeem'd neceſſary to be premis'd out 


of R APIN, for the Direction and Information of 
the Reader. 
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THEOCRITUSY: 
By Basit KENNET, M. A. 
92 87 Mong all the Complaints that have 
SHIRE been made againſt the Old Tribe of 
wt >= Grammarians and Commentators, 
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there is not one with leſs Injuſtice 
taken up, than that which taxes 
them with their hard uſage of Theo- 
critus's Story. For, as if it were 
impoſſible for them to agree in their Verdict, tho“ 
apon the plainſt Evidence; we find them ftrangely 
divided in their Accounts of the Age and Country of 
this Poet ; when, all the while, he himſelf, if they 
would have taken his Word, has ſettled both rhe 
Points beyond Dilpure. 

In an Epigram commonly let in the Front of his 
Poem, and perhaps according to the Author's 2 
gina 
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ginal Deſign, he thus acquaints us with his City and 
Family. ; 
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Chios can lay no Title to My Muſe; 

But I'm Theocritus of Syracuſe, 

Praxagoras and fam'd Philina's Son; 

And I ne'%er wrote a Verſe but was my own. 


And then, as to his Age, one would think it were 
impoſſible that ſhould raile a Quarre), while the two 
11ylliums re maim addteſs'd to Hero King of Syracuſe, 
and to Ptolemy Philadelphus of Egypt. This Hiero was 
the ſame famous Prince whoſe Actions are recorded 
in the firſt Book of Polybius's Hiſtory. He recover'd 
the Regal Honour to his Family, after it had been 
loſt almoſt Two Hundred Years : Beginning his 
Reign in the Second Year of the 126th Olympiad, 
as Caſaubon has made out in his Obſervations on that 
Hiſtorian &. Tho* Pauſanias f raakes him to have 
obtain'd the Crown in the Second Year of the 12oth 
Olympiad; and tho* Caſaubon, when he wrote his 
Lectious on Theocritus ||, has follow'd Pauſanias in 
the Miſtake. As for Ptolemy Philadelphus, the Com- 
mencement of his Reign is conſtantly fix'd in the 
123d Olympiad. | = 

Hiero, tho' a Prince. who made a great noiſe in 
the World by the Fortune of his Arms, and by the 
Fame of his good Government; yet ſeems to have 
expreſs'd no great Affèction for Letters. Which is 
ſuppos'd to have been the occaſion of Theocritus's 
Sixteenth Tdyllium, inſcrib'd with Hiero's Name: 


—— 
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Where the Poet aſſerts the Dignity of his own Pro- 
feſſion, complains of the poor E couragement. it met 
with in the World; and after a very Artificial Man- 
ner, touching on ſome of the Nobleft Virtues of the 
Prince, ſhows what a brave Figure he would have 
made in Verle, had he been as good a Patron, as te 
was an Argument, to the Muſes. 

It is probable, this Unkindneſs of Hiero was tlie 
main reaſon which prevaild with Theocritus to leave 
Sicily for the Egyptian Court ; where King Ptolemy 
then ſat, Supreme Preſident of Arts and Wat. And 
we may guels, that the Poet met with kinder Enter- 
tainment at Alexandria, than he had enjoy'd at Syra- 
cuſe, from his famous Panegyrick on Ptolemy, which 
makes his Seventeenth Idyilium ; and in which, after 
the Praiſes of his Race, his Power, and his Riches, be 
extols his Generous Protection of Learning and Inge- 
auity, as ſomething beyond the degree of common 
Virtues and Excellencies. 

There are no farther Memorials of the Poet's Life 
to be gather'd from his Works, except his Friend- 
ſhip with 4ratus the famous Author of the Phanome- 
na. To Him he addrefles his Sixth Hyllium; His 
Loves he deſcribes in the Seventh ; and from Him he 
borrows the pious Beginning of the Seventeeth. 

Theocritus . an unhappy Cenſure in relati- 
on to his Death. For if Ovid means Him by the 
8 Poet in his Ibis, he muſt ſeem to have ſut- 

r'd, either from his own, or from other Hands, 
the ſhameful Fate of a Malefactor x. But it will not 
be very inſolent to ſay, that in ſuch a trivial Buſineſs 
Ovid himſelf might be miſtaken. For tho” the Old 
Commentators on the place, tell us a grave Story of 
Theocritus's Execution, as there hinted at, and the 
occaſion of it; yet it is poſſible the whole matter 
may lie in canfounding Theocritus the Rhetorician of 
Chios, with Theocritus the Poet of Syracuſe ; tho? the 
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Sic anima laqueo ſit via clauſa tus. 


Latter 
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Latter in his Epigram already ſet down, has taken 
rticular Care to be known and diftinguifh'd from 
is Name-ſake. Now it is true enough, as Plutarch*, 
and Macrobius F will witneſs, that Theocritus of Chios 
was Executed, by order of King Antigonus : And the 
reaſon of his Misfortune was his moit unſeaſonable 
Wit. For having committed a very high Crime a- 
gainſt that Prince ( who, by the way had bur one 
Eye) and He promiſing him a Pardon, provided he 
would come into his Preſence to accept it; his 
Friends were very urgent in haſtening his Journey 
to Court, and told him he need not queſtion having 
his Life ſav'd, as ſoon as ever he ſhould appear to his 
Majeſty's Eyes: Nay then, ( cry*d Theocritus ) I am a 
Dead Man, if that be the only Condition of my Pardon. 
And this coming to Antigonus's Ear, He juſtly e- 
ſteem'd the Railery an addition to the former Trea- 
fon, and accordingly order'd Juſtice to proceed. 
It cannot fairly be omitted, that the attributing 
the Fate of Theocritus the Rhetorician to Theocritns 
the Poet, was an eafier ſlip, in as much as the for- 
mer alſo pretended to ſome knack in Verſe, and has 


an Epigram or two preſerv'd in Laertius and Plu- 


tarch. 

Tho” Theocritus paſſes in common Eſteem, for no 
more than a Paſtoral Poet; yet he is manifeſtly 
robb'd of great part of his Fame, if his other Pieces 
have not their proper Laurels. For (not to ſpeak of 
the few little Epigrams) as the larger ſhare of his 
11ylliums, cannot properly be call'd the Songs of Shep- 
herds, ſo they are in too great repute, to be baniſhed 
from the Chatacter of their Author, 

At the ſame time he ought, no doubt to lay his 
Pallorals, as the Foundation of his Credit. And 
upon the Claim ne will be admitted for the happy 
Finiſher, as well as for the Inventor of his Art; 
and will be acknowledg'd to have excell'd all his 
following Riyals, as much as Originals uſually do 


em. 


* Sympol. I. 2. f Satureal, J. 7 c. 3. 
their 


56 The Lies. of 


their Copies. He has the ſame Advantage in the 
Rural, as Homer had in the Epick Poeſy; and that 


was, to make the Criticks turn His Practice into E- 


ternal Rules, and to meaſure Nature her ſelf by his 
accompliſh's Model. And therefore, as to enume- 
rate the Glories of Heroick Numbers is the ſame 
Thing, as to caſt , 4 the Sum of Homer's Prailes ; 
ſo to ſet down all the Beauties of Paſtoral Verſe, is 
no more than an indirect way of making ſo many 
ſhort Panegyricks on Theocritus. Indeed, The: critus 
has been ſo much happier than Homer, as Virgil's 
Eclogues are reckon'd more unequal Imitations than 
his AXneis, 

It muſt be own'd, that the Diale& which Theo- 
crilus Wrote in, has a great ſhare in his Honours. 
The old Dorian Phraſe ſeems to have been intro- 
duc'd on purpoſe for theſe Compoſitions : Or one 
would think this was the plain Language of the 
Golden Age; and that the Poet had exprels'd the 
Speech of theſe good Mortals, as well as the Man- 
ners. On the other hand, many excellent Judges 
have maintain'd, that his Muſe now and then, ra- 
ther ſhows her ill-breeding than her ſimplicity : 
That her Country Air and Tone are both a little un- 
couth ; at leaſt, that they appear ſo to the elegancy 
and the niceneſs of Modern Times. Now to this 
Cenſure it might, with Submiſſion, be return'd ; 
that unleſs the Shepherds are allow'd ſome ruder Li- 
berties in their Words and Carriage, they will ſeem 
to be abridg'd of the Privileges of their Nature and 
their Condition. For tho' they ought not to be ei- 
ther groſsly ſtupid, or critically refin'd; yet it would 
be a lafer Error to let them ſmell rank of the Field, 
than to deck them with the leaſt (pruceneſs of the 
City. We lee the ill Effects of the contrary practiſe, 
in the famous Paſtorals of the Italians and of the 
French, who have turn'd their Swains into Courti- 
ers, for fear of making them Clowns, 

It ſeems indeed, reaſonable enough, that the Pu- 
rity of Modern Tongues ſhould not admit the ule 
of a groſſer Dialect, even in Paſtoral Pieces: Tho), 
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vive this, old Conduct among Us with Succeſs. How- 
ever, rifus is not to be judg d by the Manners 


4 our Times, but by his own. e muſt not con- 
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the Performers in His Paſtorals like thoſe in 
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os. 4b 1 2 Hi? * . 
Feeding their Flocks upon the Hills of Kent. 
But in the rude Fietds of Ancient Sicily : And bert 
they may bea ruſtick as they pleaſe ; without of- 
fence ; tho* there perhaps they ought to have been 
more cautious and more decent. | 

It is certain Nuintilian,. however he has been of 
late — 3 eng, never intended his Judgment on 
Theoeritus for a Reproach, when he obſerves, that 
His Ruſtical Muſe was not only afraid to in the 
Forum but even in the City*. For the Rhetorician 


could mean no more, but that the Language and the- 


Thoughts of Theocritus's Shepherds ought neither to 
be imitated in publick ſpeaking, not in any, Gallant 
Compolure. Yet the Poet might for all this, be ad- 
mirable in his way, as indeed, Nuintilian in the ſame 
place expreſſy pronounces him. 

1 ſhould 2 Dialect — Theocritus not be * 
ted among his Graces, can uce e be- 
ſides to ſecure his Rural * the boldeſt 
Competitor. Mr. acknowledges him to have 
been rais'd above Viagil: bimſelf, by the wimitable 
renderneſs of his Paſſions ; by .the-propriety of his 


Wit, never departing from the Plains and Cottages; 


and by an Art that he has of betraying his Learn- 
ing; (as his Nymphs do their Love) meerly by en- 
deavouring to conceal it, Theſe Excellencies Mr. 
Dryden would fix to diftinguiſh the Sicilian Poet, 
from all others in the World : And to pretend tw 
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— Nis Judgment, would be the ſame taſhueſs 
ir, 


To lay pothing of Virgil, who diſdains a meaner 
Cenfor, as well as a meager Tranilator than Mr. 
Dryden ; it will be na beeach of Modeſty, to affitm, 


that rhe greareſt, part of the (ucceeding Paſlgrals, 2 


as far diſtant from theſe Ornaggents, as from & 
Age that produc'd them for their Patterns. 
Perſons intzodue'd have not only the Speech, but 
the Addreſs and the Carriage of Gentlemen: Their 
Love is the higheſt Gallanzy, and their Wir the 
choiceſi Invention. Our on incomparable Sir Ii. 
lip Sidney has fallen into the common Humour, tho 
not in the common faut. Some of his Shepherds 
talk In as fine a Strain of 'Senſe and Elegancy, 45 if 
each was a true Fhilifides : Showing Pits (as Palladius 
o ferv'd ) that might better become ſuch Shepberds 4s 
Homer freaks of, who are Governor g of the People, than 
—— Senators who bold their Conneil in a Sheep-cote *. 
t then-with what a matchleſs Judgment has that 
Noble Author fram'd a Neceffity for his Practice? 
The Od Epick Poets, when their Hegoes accam- 
pliſh avy Adventure ſeems plac'd beyond the 
reach of Human Force, falve the Probability, by 
joining the miraculous afſilNance of the Gods : And, 
Str Philip, when his Ruzal Lovers act and talk above 
the Nature and Character of the Common Inhabi- 
tants of rhe Plains, vefers the whole Buſineſs to the 
cxrraord nary Inflaenee of Heaven. He is careful 
to let us know, that the particular Favour of Provi- 
dence had not mpee di d Hiz Arcadia from 
other Countries by the- Benefits of the Climate and 
of rhe Soil, than by the Parts and the Wiſdom of 
1he People, and that 'theſe were as Common Bleſſings 
28 — —— The — chaſe 1s —— ery 
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(Gifts fo largely heve, thar the very SHEPHERDS bad 
their Fancies lifted to ſo high Conceits, as the Learned 
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of other Nations. were content both to borrow their 
Names, and to imitate their Cunning *. . 


Thoſe Idyilizm: of Theocritms, which are not ad- 
mirred for „ef ſo.different kinds, tha 
no Man bas w reduce them into Claſ- 


. - ſes. Salmaſt en bine wo: %, that we 
may call them what we pleaſe beſides Paſtoral Ver- 
ſes. And, Heinfus | tho” he tolls us he could diftin- 
guiſh them, declares he will leave the 
try their ments upon. 
Trouble to call 


verat amn. And this' Notion Heinfus 
muſt in ſome meaſure favoor 3 white he obſerves that 
the Anciems gave them the Title of IJyi[inm for no 
other reaſon, to exprefs the variety of their Na- 
tures. But tho” they cannot be divided imo Heads 
fir to expreſs their form, yet they may fall under 
{uch as will diſtinguiſh their Praiſes. For the Nine 
ficſt, and the Eleventh, being all that are acknow- 
ledg'd true Paſtorals, there are abundance of others, 
which are therefore only not Paſtorals, becauſe the 
Scene of Buſineſs does not lie in the Plains and Feed- 
ing Grounds, but in ſome other part of the Coun- 
try; not among the Shepherds, but among their 
Neighbours as rude and fimple as themſelves: Such 
as the Reapers in the Teath 4dy/lium, the Goſſips in 


the Fifreenth, the Fila ahe Twenty-firit, Sc. 
Now thele Pieces hives! moſt of the fine 
things that are uſually ſaid of the Paſtorals, to which 


they are lo nearly ally'd. Several others of the Tdyt- 
liums ate little Copies directed to private Friends, 
on ſome particular Account; as the Twelfth, the 
Twenty-eighth, the Twenty-ninth, Sc. Theſe nei- 
ther agree all in Dialect, nor in Mealures, yet for 
their general Air of familiar Simplicity and Morali- 
iy, meęt with a common Eſteem. The Nineteenth 


. 


Arcadia, pag. 9, T In Soliu. || Led. Theocrit. 
Cap, r. 


and 


: 
| 
| 


{ 
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and the Thirtieth, on Cupid ſtung by a Bee, and on 
The Death of Adonis, ſeem both to be written with 
the Spirit and the Deli of Anacreon ; the latter 
only. having the farther of His Numbers: 
Tho' the firſt too has now recover'd that Advantage in 
the Engliſh which it wanted in the Greek. 


But the moſt admir'd among theſe Miſcellaneous 
Pieces, are the Panegyricks and the Hymns, ad- 
dreſs'd — Mero, Caftor, and Pollux, and Her- 
cules ; by which Theocritus has ſhown, that he (as 
well as Virgil did afterwards )- could upon occaſion, 
raiſe. his Sicilian Muſe to a loftier Strain; that he un- 
derſiood the Gaiety and Witdom of the Court, and 
the Bravery of the Camp, as well as the imple ho- 
neſty and hardineſs of the Country: in ſhort, 
that he could as well ſing the Combars of Heroes, as 
the Contentians of Shepherds. 
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CCC Abt SOA AE 


A Goatherd perſwades the Shepherd THYRSIS to bewail/ 
DAaPHNIS, who dy for Leve; and gives him 4 large 
Cup and Goat for a Reward. The Scene Sicily, about 
the River Himera. 

THYRSIS. 
B+ that Pine-tree?sBoughs by yonder Spring, 
In pleaſing Murmurs mix, and fweetly ſing : 

And thou deſt ſweetly; pipe, dear charming Swain, 

And well deſerviſt the next Reward to Pen - 

If he muſt have a M, a Goats ti Due; | 

If he a Goat, Kid belongs to hn 

And that's no mean Reward, for Kids are good ; 

And till theyre milÞd, the Fleſh is dainty Food. 

GOATHERD, 

And ſweeter Notes thy Pipe, dear Shepherd, fill, 

Than murmuring$Spriags,thatrowl from yoader Hill. 

When Muſes claim a Sheep, a Lamb's thy Due; 

When they a Lamb, . then tha't receive a Ewe, 

A 


And 


The IByiiinms 
Ws £ : 
Barr r. 
I dare not, — — — 
A vv one, 
rr 


Hes very touchy, if we break his Dreams. 
Hut, Tui, (for yan kngw-fair Dag in, 
urg Ede Swans) * 


” 
2 - 


of all the tun 
Let's go and ſit beneath yon Myrtle Boughs, ; 
Where fand , and che My phs. Repoſt, a3 
Where thy ir,” and 1 ., 
And there, if thou wilt pipe as ſweet a Lay, 
As Nhe you ſtrove with ® Crome, and won the Day, 
Pll give thee my beſt Goat, a lovely white; 
She ſuckles two, yet fills three Pails at Night; 
Befides a Cup, with Fweeteſt Wax Oerlayd, 
A fine two-handled Pot, and newly made; 
Still of rhe Tool ic ſmells, ic neatly ſhines, 
And round the Brim a creeping Ivy twines, 
With. Crocxs mird, where ſeem the Kids ro brouz-, 
The Berries crop, and wanton in the Roughs : 
Within a Woman ſits, a Work divine, 
Thro? envious Veils her dazling Beauties ſhine, 
Aud all around neat Moers offer Love, | 
They ſtrive, they quazrel, but they cannot move; 
Now ſmiling here, now there ſhe caſts her Eyes, 
And now to theſe, now theſe her Mind applies; 
Whilſt they, their Eyes ſwoln big with watchful Pain, 
Still love, ſtill beg, but all, poor Hearts, in vain. 
Near theſe, a Fiſher on white Rocks is ſer, 
He ſcems to gather up to caſt his Net ; 
He ſtands as labouring, and. bis Limbs appear 
All Gretcld, and in his Face mix Hope and Fear; 
N . F453 3. The 
— — — —— 


2 — Te Namg of a Shepherd, * — 2 


HE OCKI E.VUS. 8 


The Neryes in's Neck are fen, look-figm and firang, 
Altho? ma and-fit fox one atis young. 


Next him, ripe Grapes in b/nſbing Cluſters twine, 
And a Bo fe by to gurl th Vie 
Oa either a Fox ; one 


—_ gapes, 
He eyes the Vines, and ſpoils the ripſning Grapes: 
The ether minds the Scrip,, reſalv'd to ſeize, 
And rob the of bis Bread and Cheeſe ;. 
Whilſt he fits idly buſy, neatly tics 
Soft tender Twigs, and frames 2 Net for Flies 3 .. 
Pleagd with bis vain Defigns, 2 careleſs Boy, 
And mare than Grapes or Scrip, a dart the * 
Bound all, a r Tig, af; 
A“ curious Sight, Pm fare rauſt 
Twas Cees; but when he he eech . 
I bougtit it for a Gas and: SEES 
It never;touch'd my Lips, 2 nen, 
And this 1 freely will — vu, 

It yan. will Gag bow in the ſhady Groye | » 

onng.De!bui pin'd, __ how he dy'd for Love. 
I am in Earneſt, I will, Jove cher long, | 
And faxdly _—_ the Favor of th 7 Wag. 

TH T Ass. 
pan, refs my Price, 42 r | 
the yur _s 

22 Erna — 


Where were you 2 Where. did the Nymphs reſide > 
Where were you 3 * Dephnzs pind and dy'd ? 
On Pindns To open Plain, 
Where. e. e Ny mpbs, — of the Swain? 
For not one by · wift 2 food, - 
Nor Anas Cliff, nor . ſacred: lool. 
| n Pan. 
* Some take dean na to the C Country, and 
1 not have Caly don i in 4 next Line, to be a proper Name. 
+ Heinſius 221 ig. IAEA C Hor; rig h, no — 
brit it matters 


Some read & Gems; ome de. 


— 


' The IDyLLiUMs 

Pan, raiſe my Poice, Pan, move my learned Tongue, 
e ſweet Miſt, begin the rural Song. 

For him the Wolves, the Perds, and Typers moan"! ; 

For him with frightful Grief the om groan'd. 
Pan, raiſe my luce, Pan, move my learned Tongue, 
Begin, ſweet Muſe, — the rural Song. 

A thouſand Heifers, „ and Cowys, and Steers, 

Lay round his Feet, and melted into Tears. 

Pan, raiſe my Yoice, Pan, move my learned Tongue, 
Begin, ſweet Muſt, begin the . 

Firſt Hermes came, and with z gentle Touch, 

He raisd, and ad him whom he lov'd ſo much? 
Pan, raiſe my Yeice, Pan, move my learned Tongue, 
Begin, ſweet Muſe, Begin the rural Song. 

Tae Plongh-men, Herds-men, and the Shepherds, came, 

And asd what HI F and what had raiv'd the Flame? 

Priapns came from neighbouring Shades, and faid, 

Poor Daphnis, why doſt pine? why hang thy Head ? 

* While o'er the Fields the Nymph repeats her Pain, 

And calls the Woods, and chides the perjur d Swain. 
Pan, raiſe my ice, Pan, move my learned Tongne, 
Begin cet Maj, begin the rural Song: 

Ah, Dgpbnis, looſe and wanton in thy Love! 

A Herds-man thoughr, thou doſt à Goadberd prove 

A Goatherd, when he ſees the Kids at Rut, 

Sits down, and grieves that he's not born a Goat. 

Thus, when you ſee the Yirgins dance, you grieve 

Becauſe refusd, and now diſdain to live. 

Pan, raiſt my Voice, Pan, move my learned Tong ue, 
Begin, ſweet Miſe, begin the rural Sg. 

All this young De A bur mute he ſate, 

Indulg'd his Grief, and baftewt to his Pate. 

Pan, raiſe my Vice, Pan, move my learned Tungve, 
Begin, ſweet Muſe, begin the rural Song. 


Then ems came, a Smile her _— ed, 


A faint half Smile, fierce Anger filÞd her Breaft; 


:<@ # follow Heinſius's Comment, which ſeems to be 
tle beſt, and moſt agreeable to the Poets Deſign, 


of 'THEOCRITUS. 


* 


And ſaid, Well, Perla, you could fight with Tre, 
With what Succeſs the tity bent ſtrove ! 
You ſcorn'd "Bow, and you his Darts —— . 
But, Daphnts, was not Love kava: a, Foxy ne . 
Pan, raiſe ** 225 Pan, move 
Begin, ſweet Maſe, beg in the rura | 
And thus the Yourh ek DHdainful de, . ö b 
Ah, crnel Vm, cur9d by all below. _ 
The * Sun hath told, I fall; but fill ſhall prove, 
Miqyſt Shades below, a 2 iy Plague to To“ 
Pan, raiſe my Yoice,' Pin, my learned Tt: 
Begin, ſweet Miſe, — Song. 
Go, go tod, there, as Story g5es; 
Are Scenes of Pleaſure, there Alt does — 
Go, Yenus, there are Shades and Cypre® Bowers, 
And labouring Bees buz Oer the rifing Flowers. 
— raiſe my Voice, Pan, move my A *. 
Begin, ſweer Miiſe, begin the rial So L 


NE 5 5 DET 22 


r e 3 
Go, — rp nov ar; aſt) wwe TIO 
Young Daphnis fight, for Pm a Match for you. 
Pan, raife'my Vice, Pan, move my ts 
Begin, ſweet Miſe, bexin the rival 
Ye Wolves, ye Lions, and ye Boare, ien 3 


For Daphnis walks nv. __ itt Woods w L 
Adieu, fair: Avebbuſe,' fair Streams that — 


Thro) Thyrebtiaw PI Plains, ye — Grew, 
Patt raiſt my Vice Pan, move 
Begin, ſweet Muſe, begin the . Song. 
That; Daphnis, I that here my Oxen fed, 
That here g's — . to n led. 


57 


wo 


Fam! | 


— 
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Pan, raiſe my Yaice, Pan, move my learned Tong ue, 
Begin, ſweet Muſe, begin the rune 2 
Pan, Pan, where &er you Keep your SyFvan Court, 
Whether on Lyce's Tops the Sars ſport, 
Or wanton o'er the high Menalian Hill, 
We beg thee viſit Sicily fair He, 
Leave Helike's Cliff, from Licoms Tomb remove, 
A Tomb to be admird by Gods above. 
Pan, raiſe my Voice, Pan, move my learned Tongue, 
Begin, ſweet Muſe, begin the rural Song. 
Come, mighty King, come, Fan, and take my Pipe, 
Well joĩimd with Wax, and fitted to my Lip; 
For now tis uſeleſs gzown, Love ſtops my Breath, 
I cannot pipe, but muſt be mute in Death. 
Pan, raiſe my Yoice, Pan, move my learned Tongue, 
Begin, ſweet Miſe, begin the rural Song. 
On evIiry Shrub and Thorn, let Lillies ſmile, 
Let Privet Berries ſtain the Daffadi/ ; | 
Let all Things change, the Pine-tree's lofry Head 
Let mellow Pears adorn, fince Daphnis dead; 
Let Deer perſue the Dogs, on ev'ry Buſh | 
Let Schreech-Owls fit, and chatter = the Thruſh. 
raiſe my Voice no more, Pan, ſtop my Vong ue, 
— Mrſes, end, end, Muſe, the rural 33 
This ſaid, he dy'd, fair Venus rubl'd the Swain, 
And idly ſtrove to bring him back again ; 
For cruel Fate had broken ry Thread, 
And o'er the Stygian Lake young Daphnis fled : 
The cruel Waves enclosd the lovely Boy, 
The Nymphs Delight, and Muſes chiefeſt Joy. 
Pan, raiſe my Voice no more, Pan, flop my Tongs, 
End Muſes, end, end, Muſe, the rural Song. 
Give me the Cup, rhe prymis'd Goat produce, 
That I may milk, and offer ro my Muſe. 
Hail, Muſes, hail, all hail, ye ſacred Nine, 
Pl ſtill improve, and make my Song divine. 
GOATHERD. | 
Dear Thyr/is, Ol may Honey-Drops diſtil, 
And Honey-Combs thy Mouth, dear Shepherd, fill. 


—— . Trane 


Of THEOCKRITUS. 7 
It fits thy 5 , Youth ; for Theft fings 

More ſweet than bred in flowry Springs. 
Here, take the Cup, view it; how rare the Smell! 
As ſweet as wall * the 42 Well. 
Come, * Browning, milk ber; + ſorbear to ſkip; 
The Goat is is wanton, Kids, and he may leap. 


— —vꝓꝛ— 


* The Name of the Goat. 
FF 
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"his 1 


3 being forſaken Delphis, _— to try the 
Force of Ch os Joo 2.2 his Affection; — 
[elf to the Moon, as a powerful Goddeſs in both thoſe 
Matters; and after ſhe hath ſent away ber Maid, tells 
the Story of her Mufortune. 


To GEORGE. PITT, Jun. Eſq; 


Aid, wheres my Laurel? Oh! my raging Soul! 
M Maid, where's the Potion? Fill the Baſen full, 
And crown rhe narrow Brim with Prrple Wooll, 
That I might charm my falſe, my perjur'd Swain, 
And force him back into my Arms again; 

For cruel he theſe twelve long Days is fled, 

And knows not wherher Pm ative or dead. 
He hath not broke my Doors theſe twelve long Days; 
Ah! me, perhaps his varying Love decays ; 
Or he with Joy another Face ſurveys, 


Fl 
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Pan, riſe my Yaice, Pan, move my learned Tong ie, 
Begin, ſweet Muſe, hg the rural Song. 
Pan, Pan, where eder you Keep your Syfyan Court, 
Whether on Lyce's Tops the s ſport, 
Or wanton o'er the high Menalian Hill, 
We beg thee viſit Sicily fair He, 
Leave Helike's Cliff, from Ljcows Tomb remove, 
A 2 * admird by Gods _ 4 
y Taiſe my Vice, Pan, move my learned Tongue 
Begin, ſweet Muſe, begin the rural Song. 3 
Come, mighty King, came, Pen, and take my Pipe, 
Well join'd with Wax, and fitted to my Kip; 
For now tis uſeleſs gzown, Love ſtops my Breath, 
I cannot pipe, but muſt be mute in Death. 
Pan, raiſe my Nice, Pan, move my learned Tongue, 
Begin, ſweet Muſe, begin the rural Song. 
On eVry Shrub and Thorn, let Lillies ſmile, 
Let Privet Berries ſtain the Daffadil; 
Ler all Things change, the Pine-tree's lofty Head 
Let mellow Pears adorn, ſince Daphnis dead; 
Let Deer perſue the Dogs, on ev'ry Buſh | 
Let Schreech-Owls fit, and chatter with the Thrull:. 
Pan, raiſe my Yoice no more, Pan, flop my Vong ue, 
Endl, Mnſes, end, end, Muſe, the rural Song. 
This ſaid, he dy'd, fair Yenws rubb'd the Swain, 
And idly ſtrove to bring him back again ; 
For cruel Fate had broken ev'iry Thread, 
And o'er the Stygian Lake young Daphnis fled : 
The cruel Waves enclosd the lovely Boy, 
The Nymphs Delight, and Mrſes chiefeſt Joy. 
Pan, raiſe my Voice no more, Pan, flop my Tongue, 
End Muſes, end, end, Muſe, the rural Song. 
Give me the Cue the prymis'd Goat produce, 
That I may milk, and offer to my e. 
Hail, Muſes, hail, all hail, ye ſacred Nine, : 
Pl ſtill improve, and make my Song divine. | 
GOATHERD. | 
Dear Thyſis, O! may Honey-Drops diſtil, | 
And Honey-Combs thy Mouth, dear Shepherd, fill. 
t 


Of THEOCRITUS. 7 
It fits thy 5 fs, Youth ; for Thyrſks fings 
More ſweet than bred in flowry Springs. 
Here, take the Cup, view it 5 how rare the Smell ! 
As ſweet as wallfd in the Spring*s fragrant Well. 
Come, * Browning, milk het; Kids, forbear to ſkip; 
The Goat is wanton, Kids, and he may leap. 


— — 


* The Name of the Goat. 
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The Inchantment. 


Rr 


Samœtha being forſaken by Delphis, reſolves to try the 
Force of Charms to recover his Aﬀettion ; applies Her- 
elf to the Moon, as a powerful Goddeſs in both thoſe 
Matters; and after ſhe hath ſent away her Maid, tells 
the Story of her Mufortune. 


To GEORGE PITT, Jun. Eſq; 


Aid, wheres my Laurel? Oh! my raging Soul! 

M Maid, where's the Potion? Fill the Baſes full, 
And crown the narrow Brim with e Wooll, 
That I might charm my falſe, my perjur'd Swain, 
And force him back into my Arms again; 

For cruel he theſe twelve long Days is fled, 

And knows not whether Pm ative or dead. 

He hath not broke my Doors theſe twelve long Days; 
Ah! me, perhaps his varying Love decays ; 
Or he with Joy another Face ſurveys, | 
Pll 


* —— —  —— a | 
- 


| 
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Pl run to Morrow to the Fencing-Hou 
And aſk him what he means to uſe me thus? 
But now Dll charm him; Mon, ſhine bright and clear, 
To thee I will dire: t my ſecret, rar; 
To thee and Hecate, whom Dogs do dread, 
When ſtainꝰd with Gore, ſhe ſtalks amidſt the Dead, 
Hail, frigbeful Hecate, aſſiſt me till, 5 
Make mine as great as fam'd Medea's Skill. 

* ]Jynx, reſtore my falſe, my perjurꝰd Swain, 

And force him back into my Arms again. 
Firſt burn the Flow'r, then ſtrew the + other on; 
Strew it. How? Where's your Senſe and Duty gone? 
Baſe Theſty/is ! and am I fo forlorn, N 
And grouwmſo low, that Im begqme your Scorn 2 
Bur ſtrew the þ Salt, and ſay in angry Tones, 
I ſcatter Delphid's, perjur\d Ne{phid's Bones. 

Jynx, reſtore my falſe, my perjur'd Swain, 

And force him back into my Arms again. 
Firſt Delphid: injur'd me, he raisd my Flame, 


And now I hurn this Bor. h in Del phid's Name. 

py LL e Sc» 

(How ſoon it takes 1). let Delphid's Fleſh Gitſuras 
Jynx, reſtore my falſe, my perfurd Swain, 
And force him back into my Arms agi 

As this devoted Wax melts o'er the Fire, 

Let Mindian Delphid melt in warm Defire ; 

And, Venus, as I whir! this brazen Bowl, 

Before my Doors let perjur'd Delphid rowl,. 
Jymw, reſort my falſe, my perinyt Swain, 

And force him back into my Arms again. 

Now, now I ſtrow the Hur; Myon, you can bqw 

Evwn. Rhatlamanth, and Aff that's fierce below. 

Hark, Theſylis, our Dogs begin to how? + 

The Goddeſs comes, go beat the brazen Bowl. 


Jynx, 
— — — ——ẽ—üꝗä—ʒ—ßÜͤæ³ — 
1 2 facred to Venus; nch i Love Charms 
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nx, re 7, i Swain, 
e oat 


* grows ſmooth, and (0 Baſe bets the Wind, 
But Griefs ſtill rage, and toſs my troubPd Mind. 
I bum for him, for him whoſe Arts berray'd 
And wrought my Shame, for Pm no more a Maid. 
]Jynx, reſtore my falſe, my periurd Swain, 
And force him back into my Arms 
Thrice, thrice I pour, and thrice repeat my Charme, 
Whatever Boy or Maid now 4 ＋ his Arms; 


Let dark Oblivion ſpread 2 Mind, 
As dark as that, —— once Ad * Theſezs blind, 


When he at Naxos left his Love behind. 
Hippomanes, 2 Plant Arcadia beats; 
This makes Steeds raad, and this excires the Mares; 
And oh! that I could fee 5 
From th Oyly Fencing-Houfe ſo ravin 

Fon, ris wy Fel — og 


bm bath imo my Arms 
This Pitce ftom dear falfe ee — torn, 
I tear again, and am reſoly? 
Ah ! crael Love? ab! moſt relentlefs God ! 
Why like a Leech ftill eager on his Food, 
Wound ſt thou m 9 my ſuc v ſt out all my Blood? 
5 reſtore mo [ele my perjurd Swain, 
Aud force him 82 my Arms again. 
A Lizzard ſquee vd, ſhall make a pow*'rful Bowl 
To Morrow, ſtrong, — tame his ſtubborn Saul. 
Now take rhefe Poyfons, Pll procure thee more, 
And ſtrew them at a eld of his Door; 
That Door where raging Leve has ficd my Mind, 
Tho? he regards not; — niting ! 
Strew them, . (hes angry Tones, 
I ſcarter Hel bbid's Bones. 
27 reftore 12 5/3 my — — Swain, 
And force him back into my Arms again. 


Now 


— 


„FH Story of Theſcus and Ariadne 5 brown, 
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Now Pm el d, Ne my State? 


But where ſhall > What wroanght my Fate? 
Anaxs, - Enbul's Dau ; neatly dreft, 
Begg'd me to go and. Diana's Feaſt ; 


For Fame had told wild Beaſts muſt there be ſhown 
In ſolemn Pomp, 8 was one. 

Tell, ſacred, ft did raiſe my Flame, 

nd whence my Þ, in, e my Paſſion came? 
With her's my Nuxe did all her Vows hnite, 
And bad me for *rwould be worth my Sight; 
So forc'd, and y dreſod, in Pomp and State, 
I went, attended by an evil Fate. 

Tell, ſacred Moon, what « ff did raiſe 

And whence my Pain, and whence my 2 — 
Near 2 Houſe break thro) the : 1 1 


From noble Fenci 2 and from winning. Fame, 
Tell, oy I what firſt did raiſe. my Flame, 
Hind whence my Pain, and whenoe my 1 came. 

on! when I faw how 72 the Sight ſurprize 
1 Soul rook Fife, and ſparkled rheo! my Eyes; 
y Colour c 0, n che Show, | 

I haſted Home, but, came I know not how.; 

A burning Fever fed my,thoughtfnl Head, 

And ewelve long Days ind Nights I kept my Bed. 
Tell, ſacred Moon, what firſt did raiſe my Flame, 
And whence. my Pai and whence my Paſſion came ? 

My roſy Colour dy'd into a pale, 

My Eyes grew. dim, my Hair began to fall 

Mere Skin. and Bones I liv'd, I. breathd and pray'd, 

And ſought to ey'sy cunning Man for Aid ; 

All Charms were try'd, and various Fi * caſt, 

Bur ah! no Help, — Time did ſwiftly waſt. 
Tell, ſacred Moon, what firſt did raiſe my Flame, 
nd — my Pain, and whence my Paſſion came? 
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Go to the 
For there he walks, 


— i give him a | 


She went, ſhe found, and told l 
He gladly heard, and eagerly ob 
Bur when he came, how great Aa ROPP ö 
Chills ſhook my Soul, and I grew cold as Ice. 
Tell, ſacred Moon, whar firſt did raiſe my Flame, 
And whence my Pain, and whence my Paſſion came? 
Cold Sweat flow\d down my Cheeks, like driving Raing 
And when I ſtrove to ſpeak, I ſtrove in vain ; 
No Noiſewould come, not ſuch as lulbd in Reſt 
Young Iafants, murmur Oer their Mother's * 
No Sign of Life did thto my Limbs ap 
Bur I grew ſtiff, ſtiff as this Gold 1 wins.” | 
Tell, ſacred — what firſt did raiſe my e 
And whence my whence my Paſſion came? 
Then cruef he fre * be preſyd on 2 
His Eyes were mare ind ax he fate, ke, id 


5ametha, do me d far 4. 
ge, hem e 8 nnn 
Too quick for . ; 
You did my Haſte, tho? 1 . 
Tell, ſacred Moon, wy I ae 
Ard whence my Pain, and whence ney Pi 
For I had come at Night; by L 


Unſear for," 1 had dame dd Wa 
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| | With Apples in my Lap, with * Poplar crown'd, 


| With Ivy twin; and R 2 neatly bound; 
1 Tel, ſacred Mown, what ff did raiſe n Flame, 
| And whence my Pain, and whence my Paſſion came ? 
Where, if edwitted, 


SI been kindly done, 
For I amthoaght the Beanty of the Town; 
| And tho? perhaps I wild for greater li 
| I would Have been contented with a Kiſs ; 
But if den yd, or flamid with dull Delay, 
Streight Fire and Force had come, and broke away. 
| * ſacred Moon, what firſt did raiſe my Flame, 
whence wy Pain, and whence my Paſſion came 
But now to Ven my firſt Thanks are due; 
The next, Samatha, muſt be paid to you: 
To you, Samætha, you, whole, gentle, Hand 
From raging Fires ſecur'd the flaming Brand, 
And ſav'd poor half-burne me; for Love can raiſe 
Fires fierce as thoſe that in hot Hus blaze. 
Tell, ſacred Moon, what firſt did raiſe my Flame, 
Ard whence my Pain, and whence my came? 
He tender Maids to unknown Madneſs drives, 
And forces from warm Huſbands Arms their Wives. 
Thus he, and heedleſi I, belĩev'd too ſoon; 
He preſ9d%my Hand in hi, and laid me down 
On the ſoft Bed, when ſtreight loc hd Arm in Arm, 
In ſtrict Embraces both grew gently warm; 
Our Breath was hot and ſhort, we panting lay, 
We lookd, we murmud, and we dy'd away. 
Our Cheeks did glow, and fainting Virtue ſtrove, 


At laſt ir yielded to the Force of Love. 
But what need 211 this Talk? bright ſacred Moon, 
Both were well pleas'd, and ſome ſtr Thing was donc; 
And ever ſmce we lov\d,.and 2 aſe, 
No ſillen Minutes broke our Happineſs ; 

| Till 


„* 


* This was the Cuſtom to wait on their Beloved with the 
Love-Toys, as Apples and Garlands, to perſorm their Cere- 
mony calPd 4yadnois. His was to be of Poplar, as befic- 
tins a Wreſtler, being a Tres ſacred to Herculcs, | 
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Till r i xr the | 4 riſe, 
To fetch the a — ky Waves Wer? | 
I heard he ws, anfl knew my Vde. 
My Mal s own Mother, ſhe — nc A? by, 
An honeſt Wo and ſhe ſcorns to lie; 


She came and ad me, Is. your Del kind ? 

And have firm Poſſeſhon of his Mind? 

Fox I ads: thin, ds — Maid or N, 

I cannot tell, he courts another Joy : 

For he drinks Health; and when thoſe Healths are pad, 
He muſt be gone, and goes away in Haſte. 

Beſides, with Garlands all his Rooms are dreſt, 

Aud he prepares, as for a Mazriage-Feaſt. 

This, as the wallPd laſt Night, the chanc'd to view, 
And told it me, and gh! I fear tis true; 

For he was wont to come twice, thrice a Day, 

He ſaw me ill as he return'd from Play; 

But now, fince he was here twelve Nights are paſt ; 
Am I forgotten ? Am I left at laſt ? | 

Whilſt perjurad he for other Beauty burns, 

My Love, Pm ſure, deſervd more kind Returns: 
Bur now Pl charm; but if he ſcorns me ſtill, 

Dll force him down to Hell; by Fate, I will. 

Such pow'rful Drugs a Witch did once impart, 

She taught me ſuch ſtrange Charms, ſich Forceof Art. 
But now farewel, bright Men, turn lovely Moon, 
To Waves below, and drive thy Chariot down. 

Go, lovely Moon, and wake the ſſeepy Morn ; 

Pll bear my Trouble ſtill, as I have born. 

Farewel, and. you atrending Stars, that wheel 
Rouud Nights'black Axle- tree; bright Stars, farewel. 


E IDYLLIUM 


The IDYLLIDOMs 


| - | A. 4 ie : | [ 
IDYLLIUM HI. 
The GOATHERD. 
S e INES SALLIARE ARE IAIS IL 
ie repines at the Coyneſs of his Miſtreſs, and ends in Deſpair, 


Go ta Phyllis, and on yonder Rock 
My Goats are ted, and Tithrus keeps my Flock, 

Dear Tityrw watch, and ſce rhe Goats be fed, | 
To Morning Paſtures,. Evening Waters led ; 
But ?ware the Zybian Ridgling's butting Head. 1 
Ah! lovely Phyllis, why ſo wond'rous coy ? 
Why won't you take me to the promis'd Joy? 
Why won't you meet me naw in yonder Grove? 
Lean on my Breaſt, and kiſs, and call me Love? 
Doſt hate me, Phyllis? Does my Noſe, when near, 
Seem hook'd, too long my Beard, and rough my Hair? 
Am I defornvd ? diſpleaſing to thy Eye? 
Grown ugly now? I ſee that I muſt die. 
Ten Apples I have fent, you ſhew'd rhe Tree, 
Ten more to Morrow; all I pluck for rhee. 
Could I enjoy what&er my Wiſh can crave, 
Dad turn that Bee that flies into thy Cave; 
There ſoftly thro? thy ſhady Garland creep, 7 
And ſteal a Kiſs when you are faſt aſlee p. 
I know what Love ismnow, a cruel God, 
A Tygreſs bore, and nurſg9d him in a Wood; 
A cruel God, he ſhoots thro? ev'ry Vein, 
Aud fires my Bones; have Pity on my Pain. 

Dear black-ey\d Sweet, all Stone, ah! lovely Fac-, 
Be kind again, and grant une kind Embrace 
10. claſp thy humble Swain, and grant one Ki : 
In empty Kiſſes have a ſecret Bliſs, 


"we ar 
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T rave, and 1 ſhaft tei the Crowns I made * 

Of fragrant Parfly twimd, to grace your Head. 
Ah! me, unhappy me, what Pains I bear? 
Ah ! me, undone ! yer you refaſe to hey. | 
My Jerkin's off, Pll leap into the-Flood 
From yon bigh Rock, where Olpis often ſtood 
To ſnare his Fronts; and tho? T do not drown, 
'T will pleaſe thee, Phyllis, ſare, to hear N)] ? _ . 
All this I knew, when I defign*-ro prove, 
Whether I ſhould be happy 1n my Love : 

L preſsd the Long-live, but in vain did prets ; 

t gave no lucky Sound of good Sncerfs. 

To Agrio too I made the ſame Demand; 

A cunning Voman ſhe, I croßs'd ker Han : 

She tur the — wp and told me true, 


That I ſhould loye 205 E he? you. 
T hate 4 | 
She bears rwo Kids, ye r Tea — * at Night. 


This tam Beſs hath begtzed, and begg'd in vain; 
But now tis her's, you my Gifts diſdain. 
My right Eye itches now; and ſhall I fee 
My Love? Pl fit and p pe by yonder Free, 
And ſhe may look on me, ſhe may be won, 
She may be kind, ſhe is not perfeeb Stone, = 
When 8 Dughit the Maid's Saber, 
e took the Golden Fruit, and ran the Race: 

t when ſhe view, bow ſſtrong was the Surprize! 
Her Soul took Fire, and'ſpirkled chro ber Eyes. 
How did her Paſtons, how her Fury move! 
How foot ſhe teap?d into lie deepeſt Love 
From Aus Fop, to Pit Melampm drove 
His tender Floek; and-met'a noble Love 5 
Wife 4/phisÞ% Mother open' all her Charms 
Ta B Eyes, and wanton'd in his Arms. 
Adonis liv'd a Swain, and yet the Boy 
Fir'd N Breaſt : She provid fo mad for Joy, 
That in her Lap ſhe warm'd his dying Head, 
Ki fed his cold Lins and * not think him dead. 

Tio) 
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Tho? young Ezdynien fed ten thouſand: Sheep, 
I envy nothing, bur his laſting, Sleep. 
I envy Jaſoms happy Dreams, my Bar; 
They taſted Joys which no Progharie muſt hear; 
Joys too divine for an unhallow'd- Ear 
Ah! me, my Head ! but who regards my Pain? 
PII fall, deſyair, and never pipe again. 

A Prey to Wolves, will be à dainty Feaſt, 
And ſweerer far than Honey to thy Taſte. 


GHG GSsDPSTDSISDSDOTS | 


IDYLLIUM w. 
Batius 4d c . 2 Way, dijcorrſe of 


To his good Friend, Mr. E.LYDE of Honſyath, 


W Heſehienls? Mild? Tell whole Herde they 
C. Re:; for ene em. to my Care. 
8. Dowt you play falſe, and ſometi mes milka Co 
By Steak b? C. No, my old Maſter eyes me fo, 
Gives the Calves Suck, and watches what I do. 

B. But where is Agen? Where's the Heads- man gone? 
C. What, ham you heard 2 for fiure the Stor yt known. 
B. Not I, I hive eus of the Road-of Fame. 

C. Milo bath draws him to th? o Game. 

B. And what will he do there, matic 11 Swain ? 
C. But yet his Strength in fared O all the Plain; 

As big as Hercules, asſtour aud ſtrong, 

B. More known for brutal Force, thun fenv for Song. 
C. He neber flayd Cudgels, bum he drake a Head; 
Stoun G Pm fuxe, my Mather ſaid. 


A 
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A Score of ® Sheep he carry'd, and a — | 
Shade? 


B. What will not that can perſwade 
This Clown to leave his Wealth, and court a 
C. HisCows here want him, and mourn o'er rhePlain. 
B. Poor Beaſts ! and how unhappy in a Swain! 
C. Poor Beaſts! they will not eat, bur idly | on Jas 
B. Ah, careleſs Hexds-man ! 1: ok on yonder. Cove 3. 
Poor Beaſt, I pity her, how gaſtly thin ! 
Her Bones are creeping thro? the — Skin. 
See, you may tell her Ribs, her Entrails view; 
Doss ſhe, like Inſects, feed upon the Dew ? 
C. No ; and I hope to fee her ſhortly prove, 
She ſometimes doch in Latym's ſhady Grove, 
And ſometimes oer Hſarn's Paſtures ſtray, 
And there I feed her at a Rack of Hay. 
B. Look, that red Bull is lean, mere Skin aud Bone; 7 
May the Lampride, whien they would atone 
Great uno's Anger, meet with ſuch a one; 
Lean be his aged Fleſh, corrupt his Blood, 
'Ts fit for them, a vile unhappy Brood. 0 
C. And yet I feed him, by the Springs he oe, A 
Or in Negtha's Plaine, where Plenty flows, 
The Gilcnp. Cowſlip, and the Dazy grows. 
B. Ah, wretched Agon, here thy: Oxen die, 
While you, for vain, uncertain Prizes try. 1 
Thy beſt new Pipe is ſpoibd, tis mouldy grown; 
Alas, it mult be {poiPd now thou art gone. 
C. No Fear of chat; of when, he went aways . - 
He gave it me, ind, Battws, I can play: 
L {ing ſmooth Pris Songs, I gain Renown . 
Ty, Croton, Zacynth is à pretty Town; 
L.:cinzus riſes proudly to the Eaſt, 
There zen once eat eighty Cakes at leaſt. 
There did I fee him, whillt he bravely ſtrove, 
Draw dbw the Bull, and give him to his Love, 
To Amaryllis; all wich Joy were filbd, 
The Women tboued, and the Herds-man ſmil'd. 
B 3 B. Ab, 


— — — 2 


For Diet and Excriiſe before he wreſiled, 
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B. Ah, lovely Amnaryllis, you alone Wh 

Do ſtill my Mind, the dead and gone; 

Dear as my Goats you dy, and left me here; 

Ah me, how hard my Fare, and how fevere ! 

C. Cheer up, dear Ruta, better Days may come 
To Morrow, chance, may bring à mil 
The Living hope, the Dead ire hopelefs, 


Z. Look here, for God's Sake, ob; it pricks, N 
caught a Thorn, ch me, how deep it flies! 

Pray pull it out, do# ſee it 3 Look w there ; 

Pox take the Cow, Pm fare Ns long of her. 

C. I have it ont, cs this; come, ll is well. 

B. How ſmall the Wound, yet what vat Courage fell 
C.Neer walk over Mountains, Swain, without your Shoe; 

r there are Thorns, and there Prickles grow. 

B. But, Swain, does thy old Maſter ſtill penſue 

His old Sweetheart? or doth he ecarrt 2 new 

C. His old one ſtill, poor Wretch f In yonder Grove 
I rrac'd, and found them in z Scene of Love. 

J. Oh, brave old luſty Goar! thy wanton Guſt 

May vie with Pars, or with the Satyy's Laft. 
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IDYLLIUM v. 
| | 


The Goatherds Comatas, and Herdi-men Laco, contend 


4 Wager, and chnſe Morſe 
. r 
W OWEN SALISBURY, Zfq; 


C. LLV Goats, fly, Laco, fly, and ſaſely feed 
Fries ———— wake heed. 
L. — the Springs; Lambs, don't you 


3 

When he that lasely ſtole my Pipe ſo near. 

C. Thy Pipe! whas Pipe had ſt thou, hon ſhaviſh Lont, ) 
Coulqſt thou and Carydon do ought but tot 

On Oatem Stray, to pleaſe the fooliſh Rowe 2 

I. The Piye thas Lycos gave, free haughty Fool; 
But pray what Skin was that that that Lace ſtoke ? 
What Skin, Comeres ? where could'ſt than have one? 
Thy Maſter wants a Skin to fleep upon. 
C. That ſpotted Sis, which, when de kilPd a Gon, 
Dick gaye the Nymphs; Which you, you envious Sor, 
Then griev'd to ſee; and now, by knaviih Theft, 
Hut robb'd me of; tuns all that 1 had left. 

By Pan, net Lace, not Calathis Son, 

Did ſteal thy Pipe, or know by whom twas done. 

if this benꝰt true, may I grow frantick, leap 

From yonder Rocks, and fink into the Deep. 

C And by the Fountain, Nympbs, (choſe Nymphis I find 
To all my Prayrs, and all my Wiſhes kind) 

C,matas did not ſteal thy Pipe; believe 

That this is tue, and I thy Fault forgtre. 

I. If 1 believe thee, may I bear the Pains 

That Dafhnis bore; but ſince you boaſt your Strains, 


Come, 


Side. 


20 The lorz nns 


— * ſtake a Goat, Dll pipe when eder you will, 
Till you grow weary, and cohfefs my Skill. 
C. A Sow, Minerva ; Pm content to lay 
A Kid, you ſtake > Lamby and then lets play. 
& And how's that equal ? Oh, you crafty Fool, 
8 Goats. Hair did ever ſheer for Wool! ? 
that's as ſure as you are to ecel; 
— Waſps with Graſs-hoppers may ſtrive as well) 
But fince you think a Kid no equal Stake, 
Look there's a full-grown Goat, you ſhawt draw back. 
Z. Soft, ſoft, good Sir, and let us hence —_— 
Theres better ſinging in that ſhady G 
For there cold Water flows, there ſoveet 4 ſpring, 
And there are graſſy Beds, and Locuſts ſing: 
C. Pm not in Haſte ; but yet Pm vevd to fee, 
That thou ſhoule"it dare at laſt to ſtrive with me; 
With me, who when a Boy did teach thee Strains ; ; 
Are theſe the kind Returns for all my Pains ? 
But breed a Wolf, or an ungrateful Bear, 
And hell devour thee for thy former Care. 
T. Pray when did I, you envious railing Sut, 
er Iearn, or hear from you, one graceful Note 7 
But pray come hittier, here are Beds of Graſs, 
And here we'll fing, tis a convenient Place. 
C. Dll not go thither, here areCypreſs Bowers, 
Here labouring Bees buz o'er the rifing Flowers; 
Here two cold Streams, and here a Fountain flaws, 
And rhe Birds talk, and murmur thru? the Bouglie. 
Thy Shade's not half ſo good, Were Pines do grow, 
Rear loſty Heads, and ſcatter Nuts belov. 
I. No, rather go with me, and ev'ry Step 
Shall tread on"Lamb-stins Woolly more ſoft than Sleep; 
In thine are Goat-shins ſpread, of gaſtly Hue, 
They ſmell as rank, nay, almoſt worſe than you. 
One Bowl of Milk T to the Nymphs will crown, 
And one of Oil; if that will draw thee on. 
C. No, go with me, for mine are fairer Rywers; 
There thou {halr wo ou ert e Flowers: 
Heſides, 


Of Tunoctitus. 21 


Hm Gn — lovely Skin, 
is ten times er, and a fert as thine. 
Eight Bowls of Mall x Pm Bl freely crown, 
Of Honey eight, If that will draw ths on. 
Z. Cone then, Pll-go, the Dbube at laſt is clear'd, 
Your Sling; hall be for once prefix! ; 
Bur whe ſhalt jadge, and who ſhall hae us plays? 
I wiſh the Herd man Licop came this Wap. | 
C. I den c much for him; — , 
Mor ſon, the Keeper of our Maſters Wood, 
He makes yaus Faggots; and if youPtl confer; 
Well call him, be ſhall be our Judge. E. Content. 
C. Then callhim. L, Friend, come here, we now conteſt 
Which tunes the rural Pipe, whict fings the beſt ; 
Whoſe Aut is greateſt, nant be patghl by ther; 
Judge vl and. neither fa vom kim nor mac. 

C. No, — — -oA 
Be Nie to bach and loan tm meiner Me; 
This Flonb is Thins Flock, and a, 
Eumar as Gonta, thae you know us beth. 
T. Did any afls wo whom thek Flocks 
To me, os Tri? oh, thou haft a Tome! 
C. What ev , Pm fare in nought (ant Touth 2. 
I ſcorn to boaſt ; h you've a miling Mouch. 
L. Sieg, fing,, but et hy Friend remon gain 
Alive, + Oh bow ſaitet a Swaint 


L. And me loves, a wanton Seer 

I feed pony = 1 — * 
C. I milk went; = in P 
Look'd on, and fade, Def l tig op fe; pen Swan? 
IL. Ha, L, bahn fallt 

With Cheeſe, ER — ik. 

C. The fair Cabfiris, as my Goa b drove, 
With Apples peles me, and fill mms Love 2 - 
L Aud me: * Gnoodh Cretid,whem he moreeme, Gees 7 
I burn, I x2 and am alÞ wild — 


C. Who 


'Ti 


7 
l 
by 
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C. Who with the Roſe, whoſt Fir the Buſh adorsr, 

Compares the meaner Beanties of the Thorns ? 

C. And, who will Shoes with Deamzen-Phonbs compare ? 

For thoſe are black, and theſe are e fair: - 

C. Pl give my Dear a Dove; in yonder Woods 

Dll climb, and take her down, fot there Mie 'broods, 

C. A Flere to make a Coat, when firſt I ſheer 

Rlack Rams; will preſent unto my Dear“ 

C.. Goats from the Olives, come and feed below, 

By this declining Bauk, there Myrtles grow. 

J. Hoy Sharp-horn, Browning, leave thoſe hitrtful Weeds, 

And come and graze this Way, where Colly feeds. 

C. I have a Cypreſs Pail and Cup; 'tis new, 

Well wrought, and this, my Love, I keep for you 

L. I have a ſturdy Spock, it Wolves will ſeine; 

With this my Boy may hunt what Beaſts he pleaſe. 

C. You Loca, you that ober my Fences throng, 

Hurt not my Fines tod much, for ay are young. 

L. See, 'Graſs-boppers, fee how I nearly touch 6 0 

The Goatherd, Rea pers you provoke as much. 

C. I hate the bruſb-taiPd Fur; he comes at Night, 

Eats Myco*s Vines, and then pn fon Finghc. 

L. hate the Beetles, for they always prey 

On my Hild Figs, then whatk away. 

C. Anddonꝭt you mind, when Ibu know the Trick, 

You wanton'd, aughud, and cluag to yonder Stick. 

L. Not that; but when your Maſter us to bind, 

And laſh you there, I know ; fbr that I mind. 

C. He's angry, Marſon; art thou, frantick Swain? 

Go gather, Scilla, that will purge thy Brain. 

I. Morfan, I nettle him, I vex him more; 

Swain, thou art mad, \go gather 'Helebore. - 

C. With Milk Hamer, and let Crathis flow | 

With purple Wine; let Figs on Brambles grow. 

L. Let Saris cal Honey; every Urn 

My Servant dips, wich flowing Corabs return. . 

C. My Goats eat Thyme, on Figs they freely brouze, 

They walk on Flags and lye on tender — D 
1 My 
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4 My Sheep eat Parſly, thro) the Fields they ſtray ; 
+ Go + frets Flows and Dazies all the Day. &; ; 
c I Parat not Alcipp ; (ſhe I hop d would prove ; 
More kind "when I preſented h perk ſa 
She claſp) me not, nor kif9d, nor „ 
L. I love  Eranedes much; Lgave wy Pipe; | 
How ſweet a Kifs he gave ! Ah charming 3 "ak 
C. Thou art contentious, Lacon 5 end thy Strains; 
Pyes ſhould not ſtrive with Thruſhes, Owls with Swans, 
; M O R 5 oO N. $ 
End, Shepherd, end thy Strains, and die for Shame, 
For Morſon ſays Comatas wins the Lamb. 
Go, offer to the Muſe, and ſend a Piece 
To Morſon, for he claims it as his Fees. 
COMATAS. 
I will, by Pan, my Goats all leap for Joy; 
And Dll Krick too, Dll leap into the Sky. 
PII toct at Lacon; I have won the Lamb; 
Go, fooliſh Shepherd, pine, and die for Shame. 
Eritk,. Goats, and leap ; in Sybaris purling Spring 
PII waſh you all, _ all the while Pl ſmg. 
Puſh nor rhe Kids, you Goat, till I have done 
The Sacrifice; if you dare puſh but ane, 
Thou ſhalt--How now? Well, thou ſhake ſmart for ang 
Ir may Comatas, he that wan the Prize, 
Forget his Pipe, and looſe his Flock, be poor, 
And baſcly beg his Bread at Laco's Door. 


ve 


IDYLLICM 


The IDYLLayms 


IDYLLIUM VI 
Damztas and Daphnis, meeting at Noon, ng; Daph- 


nis applies his to Polyphemus, who was in tove 
with Galatza, Dametas in his Perſon anſwers, 


To THOMAS WYNDHAM of Lincolns-Inn, Eſq; 


|Þ gn. and the Herds-man Daphms, drove 
Their Flocks to feed, and took one ſhady Grove; 
The one was bearded, of a charming Grace, 
The other young, Down cloath'd his lovely Face, 
They fat and wantonꝭd by a purling 8 
In Mid-day Heat, and thus began to fing, 
The lowing Herdslay round, and quenchꝭd their Thixſt; 
Firſt Daphnis ſang, for he had challeng'd firſt, 
DAPHNIS. 

Fair Galatea, from the ſmiling Deep, 
Wirh Apples, Pofyphemus pelts thy Sheep ; 
(See from the Shore they all with Haſte remove) 
And ſays a Goatherd's an unfkiiful Love. 
But you, poor Wretch, ah! Wretch, ner view the Maid, 
But fic and pipe, and call to Floods for Aid. 
See there again, ſee how ſhe pelts thy Spock, 
The faithful Dog that keeps thy wanMOring Flock. 
Hah ! how he barks! and, in a wild Amaze, J 
Looks ober the Flood; and whilſt by Shores he ftrzy-, 
His Shadow in the quiet Water plays. 
Ah! call him back, leſt when rhe Maid appears, 
He ruſhes on, and her fair Limbs he tears 
Bur there ſhe wantons, ſhe, the charming Fair, 


As Down af Thiſtles in the Summer Air; 


And driven ſtill by an unlucky Fate, 
lies thoſe that love, and follows thoſe that hate, 
He 
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Ller Ways are fooliſh, and in vain ſhe tries; 
Bur mean Things, Polyphemas, oft ſurprize, 
For Love is Magick, and deceives the Eyes. 
DAMETAS. 
And next Dameætas ſang ; I chanc'd to look, 
By Pan, I did, whilſt ſhe did pelt my Flock. 
She could not cape this Eye, this fingle one, 
By which I ſee, and will *ill Life is gone. 
Tho) Tellemws foretels ſtrange Ills to come; 
Oh! let him take, and keep his IIls at Home, F 
And for his Children, treaſure up the Doom. 
But ftxeightways I, to raiſe her Flame the more, 
Seem nor to ſee her trace the yielding Shore ; 
But can pretend another charms my Eyes ; 
Then how ſhe frets, good God! and how ſhe dies 
Oh! with what eager Haſte ſhe leaves the Waves ! 
My Folds ſhe ſearches, and looks oer my Caves. 
Reſides, my Dog, he is at my Command, 
- Shall bark-ather, and gently bite her Hand; 
4 For whilſt ſhe was my Love, the only She, 
: He fawnd, and laid his Head u her Knee. 
This, if I praftiſe long, ſhell ſtrive to move, | 
And ſend a Meſſage to declare her Love: | 
But I will ſhut my Door, and ſcorn to heed, 
Unleſs ſhe ſwears that ſhe will grant her Bed; 
For Pm not ugly, for laſt Night I ſtood | 
And view'd my Figure in a quiet Flood. 
Let Men fay what they will, my Face is fair, 5 


D 


My Beard 1s fine, Pm ſure, and neat my Hair; 
And this one Eye, in my Opinion, rare. 

I have a Set of Teeth, a finer White 

No Parian® Marble boaſts, a lovely Sight: 
Bur left ſhe charm me, I have murmur'd thrice, | 
Spit thrice ; for old Cotytto taught me this; | 
che that of late in rich Hyppoecen's Room, | 
vate midſt the Rea pers, and ſang Harveſt Home. | 
Thus ſang Damat as, and with 


eager Joy 
Young Dapbais kif9d, and 2 the rely Boy. 
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I gave them Gifts that ſuited with their Youth, 

A Pipe and Flute; and ſo I pleasd them both. 
The jocund Heifers wanton'd oder the Fields, 
Whilft both unconquer'd ſtand, and neither yields, 
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IDYLLIUM. VII. 
SEAL | SALSA t IAA SHALE IE $A 


Theocritus was entertaimd by Phraſidamus and Anti- 
gones, Licop's Sons, and invited inte the Country ta 4 
Feaſt they then kept. As he was going, be meets Lyc i- 
das, the Cretan, and each ſings of Ins Love. 


To Mr. THOMAS CURGANYVESN. 


OW Ceres Feaſt was come, the Corn was gruwn, 
When I and dear Ermedes left the Town ; 
Amyntas made a third; we all deſign'd 
To pay a Viſit to a ſpecial Friend, 
Rich Licop's Son, for then he kept the Fea!!. 
And kindly bad me be a welcome Gueſt. 
Rich Licop's Son, the Glory of the Plains, 
For gewrons Blood runs thro? his noble Veins ; 
From Chalco down it came, the Brave, the Bold, 
And gather'd {till freſh Honours as it roll'd. 
From Chalcs down, that he, by whoſe Commalid 
Ihe Bourian Spring overflows the fruitful Linn, 
Around it Dazics grow, and all above 
Tall Poplars fpread, and form a ſhady Grove. 
S.arce had we gone thro? half the neighb'ring Pl. 
By Braſil's Tomb we met a muſing Swain: 
His Name was Lycidas, the gay, the young, 
A Cretan born, and fam'd for rural Song. 
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Soon as we faw him, he by all was known 
To be a Goatherd, for he lookd like one; 
For o'er his Shoulders hairy Skins were ſpread, 
They {melt as newly tanwd, or newly flead. 
A tatter'd Mantle over his Breaſt was caſt, 
And ty'd with an old Girdle to his Waſt. 
His right Hand with a knotty Crab was fill'd; 
He lookMl on me, and as he look'd, he fmiP ; 
Gay, vig'rous, ſweet, and in the Pride of Youth, 
And as he ſpake, a Smile ſate on his Mouth. 

Where, Smichidas, where now at burning Noon? 
What urgent Buſineſs makes thee leave the Town, 
Whilſt bleating Flocks in Shades avoid rhe Hears, 
And ev'ry Lizzard to his Hole retreats ? 
What Feaſt invites? or, now I view your Dreſ, 
Who treads his Grapes, and calls yon to the Pref: * 
Hark, how at ev'ry Step, you walk ſo faſt, 
The Stones reſound, and tell you are in Halte. 

And Ireplyd, Dear Glory of the Plains, 
Ho great, how juſt a Praiſe commends thy Strang? 
Dear ſkilful Piper, Fame does loudly rell, 
That you the Reapers and rhe Swains excel ; F 
Pm glad owr, tho? I think I pipe as well. 
Ve go to Ceres Feaſt, this Way we bend, 
And make a Viſit to a ſpecial Friend; 
He keeps it now, for ſhe hath throng'd his Floor, 
And pays the early Tributes of his Store. 
Bur ſince we walk one Way, fince Time perſwades, 
And we are far remov'd from gloomy Shades, 
Let's pipe and wanton as we walx along, 
For we may pleaſe each other with a Song; 
For I can ſuig, and by our flattꝰring Youth 
Pm praigd, and calÞd the charming Mrſes Mouth : 
They ſay I pipe the beſt, and would deceive 
By Praiſe, but Pm not eaſy to believe. 
My Songs are mean, my Pipe claims no Re pute, 
Cumparld to ScelPs or Phileta's Flute. 
They me, and thus convince the flat ring Vogue, 
A* Locnfts Tunes excel the croaxing Frog. 

C 2 Tixus 
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Thus I deſigndly; then he ſmibd, and ſaid, 
Hat Glories, Smichidas, adorn thy Head? 

Here, rake this Club, this Token of my Love; 

is juſtly thine, thou Care of mighty Jove. 

hate the Maß that, to boaſt his Skill, 

would ra:feza Houſe to equal yonder Hill; 

And thoſe that rival the Sialian Swain, 

hate as much, and think their Hopes as vꝛin. 

Hur come, let's ſing the Song I lately made 

My Gears fed round, and wanton'd as I play'd. 

See if you like it; it hath pleas'd the Swains, 

And fornds the beſt and neweſt of the Plains, 

Kind breathing Gales to Mitylenian Shores 

Shall wafr my Agis, Nymphs ſhall guide his Oars ; 

Tic rainy S nth Winds raiſe the angry Tides, 

And rough Orion o'er the Storm preſides ; 

Cu! would he eaſe my Pains, give juſt Returns, 

And Love for Love, for him the Goatherd busns. 

] er Halcyons ſmooth the Seas, the Storms ally, 

And ſkim the Floods before him all the Way: 

The Nymphs lov'd Bird, of all that haunt the Flood, 

Skim o'er the Waves, and dive for ſwimming Food. 

Let my dear Agis cut the angry Tide, 

And reach his Port, and there ſecurely ride; 

For then with Violets, or with Roſes, crown'd, 

I ſport a Glaſs, and fee his Health go round; 

Pll roaſt my Beans, to raiſe palPd Appetite, 

Make me drink on, and lengrhen the Delight. 

V hilft ſtretch'd on Beds, PI ſpend my eafy Hours, 

And ryulPrill T have loſt my ſelf in Flowers: 

Then to his Health PH ſport a luſty Bowl, 

And pour dear Agi Love into my Soul. 

Two Swains ſhall pipe, the beſt of all the Youth, 

And ſkilful Richard's Voice ſhall join with both; 

How Herds-man Daphnis did for Xenes burn, 

How trac'd the Woods, complaining of her Scorn ; 

How Groves and Ecchoes to his Groans reply'd, 

And ſmooth Himera murmur'd when he dy'd ; 


For | 
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For he, as Snow, when Summer heats the Grove 
Of Bua, melted by the Flame of Love. 

And how when Force weak Innocence oppreſt, 
The Swain was ſhut alive into a Cheſt ; 
And how the /ab'ring Bees in ev'y Plain 
Forſook their Flow'rs, and buz'd about the Swain, 
Becauſe the Arſe had filPd his charming Mouth 
With Nectar, and preſerv'd the pious Youth. 
Happy Comatas, happy thou, the bleſt 
And wondrous Darling at the Muſes Feaſt ; 
Full twelve Months nourifd by the lab'ring Bee; 
Oh! hadT then been born, and liv'd with thee ; 
Then had I fed thy Flock, and heard thy Pipe, 
Paid with a Tune, and hung upon thy Li p, 
Whilſt by a ſhady Tree, or purling Spring, 
Divine Comatas, thou ſhouldſt fir and ſing. 
Thus he, then I, dear Swain, whilſt oer the Hill 
I drove the Herds, the Muſe improv'd my Skill; 
Sweet Tunes ſhe taught, which Fame has raigd above, 
And bore on high, to pleaſe the Ears of ove - 
But this is choiceſt, which PII now produce 
To pleaſure thee, thou Darling of the Muſe. 
Love ſneez?Þ0n Smichid, for he Myrto 10% c- 
As much as Goats the Spring, or Swains te Gig er, 
Aratus too, his deareſt Friend and [oy, 
His dear Aratus deeply loves the Boy; 
And this ſweet Acis knows, the gay, the young ; 
Acis, x Theme for great Apollo's Song. 
He knows how dear Aratus loves, he knovs 
How great his Flame, and how his Paſhon grow 
Pan, green Hamala's Guardian, move the coy, 
The ſoit Philinus, and inflime the Boy; 
Grown wanton, gay, and Ilavith of his Charn:s, 
Uncalld for, let him fly into his Arms. 
Ye ſmiling Loves, fair Fenus ſoft Delight, 
Like ruddy Apples, pleafing to the Sight, 
Lee ByblYs Fountain, leave her purling Streams, 
Tust icorch the Fields with her forbidden Flames, 
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Juſt by a Spring with pleaſing Murmurs flow'd, 
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And ſhoot Philinas, wound his ſtubborn Mind; 

Shoot, for he ſhews no Pity to his Friend; 

Tho? ſoft as Parſly, tender as the Vine, 

And oh! that he would claſp his Arms in mine. 

Mean while the Women cry, and ſhake their Heads, 

Ah! ah! Philimm, ah! thy Beauty fades: 

But dear Aratus let's endure no more, 

Forget our Love, and fly the hated Door; 

And when the Cock calls forth the Morning Beams, 

Let broken Slumbers, miv'd with frightful Dreams, 

Diſturb his Thoughts, and, by the neighbꝰring Gare, 

Ah! let him hang, and none bewail his Fate: 

Let us mind Reſt, and let's provide a Charm 

To keep us afe, and free from future Harm. 
Theſe'Songs we ſung, and with a cheerful Smile 

is Crook he gave me, to reward my Skill; 

Take it, he faid, tis mean, yet don't refuſe, 

Ic is a Pledge of Friendſhip from the Mr/e. 

This faid, we parted ; for in vain we preſt, 

We could not force him to the promisd Feaſt. 

There Iycop's Son, and all his Friends around, 

With ſweet Amynt as ſate with Roſes crown. 

We lay, we wanton'd on a flow'ry Bed, * 


Where fragrant Maſtict, and where Vines were ſpread, 
And round us Pars raigd their ſhady Head. 


In eviry Buſh and Thicket of the Wood 

Seer Inſects ſang, and ſighing Turtles coo d. 
The lalYring Bees buzz?d round the purling Spring, 
Their Honey garher'd, and forgot their Sting. 
Sweet Summer's choiceſt Fruits, and Autumn's Price, 
Pears by our Head, and Apples by our Side, 

Lay round in Heaps, and loaden Plumbs did ſtand 
With Lending Boughs, to meet the reaching Hand. 
To pleaſe us more, he pierc'd a Caſk of Wine, 
Twus four Years old, and from a noble Vine. 
C:ftalian Nymphs, ye Nymphs that ſtill reſide 

On ſtee p Parn ſſus, and command his Pride, 


Did 
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Did &er old Chiron, did he Oer produce 

For great M/cides, ſuch tich Bowls of Juice ? 

Did Polyphems, the vaſt Sicilias Swain, 

That darted Mountains ver the frighted Main, 
Drink Wine like this? Did der fuch Bowls advance 
His Love-ſick Thoughts, and raiſe him to a Dance ? 
As then you gladly mid to evuy Gueſt, 

And pourtd on Ceres Altars at her Feaſt ? 

Ob, may ſhe often fill the fruitful Plain, 

And may I tread the Reeks, and fix the Fan; 

Whilſt joyful ſhe with Smiles juſt Thanks receives, 
And holds in either Hand full bending Shea ves. 


e HAI SEARLE It SE 
IDYLLIUM VIII. 
vt ee 


Daphnis and Menalcas ſing for a Hager; 4 Goatherd is 
choſen Fudge, who determines Daphnisgs Song to be 
the beſt. 


I. RICHARD HICKES, of the Middle Temple, 
Eſq; 


HE Herds-man Daphnis walking ober the Plain, 
The gay Menalcas met, a Shepherd Swain ; 
Both yellow Locks adorn'd, and both were young; 
Both rarely pip'd, and both divinely ſung ; 
Then firſt Menalcas raifd his lovely Head, 
And ſpake, and ſmibd on Daphnis as he ſaid. 
M. Come, Herds-man Daphms, will you pipe with me? 
I vow, Pm ſure that I can conquer thee ; 
Pm ſure I can excel thee as I will. 
D. And Daphms thus reply*d, You boaſt your Skill, 
Menalcas, but Pm ſure you can't excel; 
For pipe until you burſt, I pipe as well. | 
M. And 
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M. And ſhall we try? D. Yes, Swain, I know my Skill, 
M. And will you lay a Wager? D. Yes, I will. 

M. What will you lay, what equal to our Fame ? 
D. Dll ſtake a Calf, you ſtake a full-grown Lamb. 
M. I cannot ſtake a Lamb; for ſhould I loſe, 

My Father's jealous, and my Mother croſs ; 
Theſe watch, they know how many Lambs I keep; 
Both count my Lambs at Night, and one my Sheep. 
D. What then? and what ſhall he that conquers, gain? 
M. I have a Pipe, "tis new, of ſounding Cane, 
Ward at both Ends; and tho? PII ſtake no Prize 
That is my Father's, yet Dll venture this. 

D. And I have one, white Wax both Ends ſecures, 
It ſounds as well, and is as new as yours; 

For when I made it, as I cleft the Reeds, 
One prick'd me, look een now my Finger bleeds. 
But ſince we venture, ſince ſach Pipes we lay, 

What Man ſhall judge, and who ſhall hear us play ? 
M. Well call that Goatherd, look, the Swain is near, 
Our Dog barks at him, he, perhaps, will hear. 

The Shepherds calÞd, the Goatherd ſtreight obey'd, 
The Goatherd judg'd, and thus the Shepherds pla yd. 
Menalcas firſt, then Daphnis tuwd his Cane, 

By Turns they ſang, Menalcas firſt began. 

M. Ye Vales, ye Springs that flow from diſtant Sea 
If eder the ſweet Menalcas Songs did pleaſe, 

Then feed my Lambs; if Daphnis drives his Kine 

To graze them here, feed his as well as mine. 

D. Ye Herbs and Flowers, ye Glory of the Vales, 

If Daphnis Songs are ſweet as Nightingales, 

Then feed my Herds ; if thro? the flow'ry Mead 
Menalcas drives, then let his Lambs be fed. 

M. There Paſtures flouriſh, there the Dugs do fill, 
The Lambs are ſuckled, and the Shepherds ſmile, 
Where my Boy comes; but when he leaves the Place, 
The Shepherd withers over the fading Graf. 

D. There Sheep; there Goats bear Twins, there lab'ring 

Bees 
Do fill their Hives, and there riſe prouder Trees, 
| | Whers 
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Where Milo treads; but when he leaves the Place, 
The Herds-man withers, and the Herd decays. 
M. O! Goat, the white Kid's Huſband, ſtately Oaks; 
© ! Aat-novd Kids, make haſte to purling Brooks 
For there he is, go, let the Boy be ſhow, 
That Proteus fed his Sea-Calves, tho? a God. 
D. Not Pelop"s Land, not Heaps of Gold refin'd 
I wiſh, nor Swiftneſs to outſtrip the Wind; 
Hut let me fit and ſing by yonder Rock, 
Claſp thee, my Dear, and view my feeding Flock. 
. Rongh Stor ms tc Trees, to Birds th't reacherous Snare, 
Are frightſul Evils, Springes to the Hare, 
Soft Virgins Love to Man; oh! mighty 7ove, 
Not I alone, but thou haſt Roop'd to Love 

Thus ſang the Youths by Turns, and pleasd the Swain, 
And thus Menalcas the laſt Part began. 
M. Wolf, ſpare my Lambs, and let them fafely bleat, 
For I am little, and my Fold is great. 
How, H hite- ſoot, how ſo ſoon, fo faſt aſleep ? 
Is rl1s your Care, do you thus watch my Sheey ? 
I Faith, you ſhall not ſleep, when one fo young 
As Lam, Shepherd, and engag'd in Song; 
Hut feed, dear Flock, and crop the flow'ry Plain, 
Feed, never fear, the Graſs will grow again ; 
Fill well your Dugs, that when Night ſpreads her Veil, 
The Lambs may ſuck, and I may fill my Pail. 

And next far Deplmis fang —— 
D. And as I drove my Herd, à lovely Maid 
Stood peeping from a Cave; ſhe ſmil'd, and ſaid, 
Dapbnis is lovely, ah ! 2 lovely Yourh ; 
What Smiles, what Graces fit upon his Mouth 
I made no ſharp Returns, but hung my lead, 
And went my Way, yet pleadd with what ſhe Gail. 
Winds ſweetly muzmur, the Steer ſweetly lows, 
Sweet is the Heifer's Voice, and ſweet the Cow's. 
'Tis ſweet to lye in Shades, by purling Streams, 
In Summer's Heat, diſſolvd in eaſy Dreams. 
Acorns the Oaks, and Graſs commends the Plain; 
Fat Calves do grace the Cows, and Cows the vous 

us 
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Thus ſang the Touths, and thus the Goatherd (aid, 
| GOATHERD. 

Sweet is thy Voice, and ſweet the Tunes you play'd. 
Fair Daphnis, thro! my Ears thy Songs have paſt, 
Sweet to the Mind, as Honey to the Taſte ; 
And if you'll teach me, if inſtru& the Swain, 
That Goat is thine, it ſhall reward thy Pain. 
See how her Udder ſwells, it neer will fail, 
And ev'ry Night it fills my largeſt Pail. 
The Boy rejoyc'd, he teap'd with youthful Hear, 
As ſucking Colts leap when they ſwig the Teat : 
The other griev'd, he hung his baſhful Head, 
As marry'd Virgins when firſt laid in Bed. 

Thus Daphnis liv'd the Glory of the Plains, 
Was thought the beſt, and lov'd by all the Swain; 
And to compleat the Happineſs of Life, 
The lovely Nais bleſ\f'd him in a Wife. 
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IDYLLIUM IX, 
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A Shepherd invites Daphnis and Menalcas to ing , they 
fleaſire him, and he rewards them both. 


To my Clhum THOMAS LYDGOULD, M. A of Wad- 
ham-College. 
Ing, Daphnis, ting, begin the rural Lay; 

Begin, ſweet Daphnis ; next, Menalcas, play; 
Mix Calves and Helfers, join the Bulls and Cows, 
And let them feed, and wanton in the Boughs ; 
Whilſt you begin, begin the rural Strain, 

And next Menalcas ſing, and chear the Swain. 
D. Sweet is the Heifer's Sound, and ſweet the Kine, 


Sweet is the Pipe's, the Swain's, and ſweet is mine. 
| By 
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By purling Streams I have a ſhady Bed, 
And o'er white Heifers Skins are neatly ſpread ; 
Ah, careleſs Herd ! they from a Mountain's 
Ah, cruel Storm! were blown, they fell, they dy'd. 
And there I value Summer's burning Heats 
No more than Lovers do their Father's Threats ; 
Their Mother's kind Complaints, or Friend's Advice, 
This Daphnis ſang, and next Menalcas this. 
M. Me Erna bred, to me ſhe kindly gave, 
Midſt hollow Rocks, a large and ſhady Cave 
i live by pleaſant Brooks, and purling Streams, 
And have as much as eder you ſaw in Dreams. 
Ry mea thouſand Goats, and Flocks are fed, 
And Wooll lies round my Feet, and round my Head : 
Soft Chitterlings afford me pleaſing Food, 
And when the Winter comes, Pm ſtor'd with Wood ; 
30 that I value Cold no more, not I, 
Than toothleſs Men do Nuts, when Pulſe is by. 
I Clapt them both, to both Rewards I threw, 
A Club that in my Father's Meadow grew, 
To Daphms, rude as from the Woods it fell, 
And yet ſcarce Art could ſhape a Thing ſo well. 
Then next Menalcas did a Shell receive, 
The Fleſh divided, was enough for five, 
Canghtin thꝰ Icarian Flood; he took the Shell, 
And ſmiPd as pleagd, and lik'd the Preſent well. 
Hail, rural Mrſes, bail, produce the Strains 
Which once I ſang, and pleagd the liſPning Swains ; 
III boldly ſing, nor midſt my wond'rous Song, 
hall Bliſters riſe, and gall my boaſting Tongue. 
The Hawks to Hawks are Friends, to Ewes the Ewes, 
To Larks the Larks are Friends, to me the Mule 
Oh] may I hear them ſtill ! the Weary ſlee p, 
The Spring the Plough-man, ſhady Plains the Sheep, 
Smooth Streams, and riſing Flow'rs the labouring Bee, 
Delight not half ſo much, as Muſes me; 
Ou whom they look and ſmile, ſecure they prove 
Fam'd Circe's Cup; nor fear the Force of Love. 
IDYLLICM 
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Battus not Reaping as faſt as be was wont, Milo asks him 
che Reaſon ; Battus confeſſeth it was Love, and fing: 
a Song in Praiſe of his Sweet - heart. 


To my Chum Mr. H OD Y, of Wadbam-College. 


M1L oO. 
H! labouring Reaper, Wretch ! whatails thee now ? 
Thou cawſt not reap as thou wert wont to do; 
Nor yet ſo faſt ; look, he harh raid a Cock; 
You lag, as Sheep when prickd behind the Flock. 
What wilt thou do, poor Wretch, before 'tis Noon? 
What wilt thou do er ſhady Night comes on, 
Since, eder one Land is cut, you fail fo foon ? 
E. Ah, Milo ! thou cawſt hold out all the Day, 
But Pm grown weak, ah, Piece of flinty Clay 
Didſt thou neber wiſh for One that was away? 
M. Not I, for what have I that work for Food, 
To do with Love ? He is an idle God. 
Forget thy lazy Thoughts, ſoft Cares remove. 
B. Then, Milo, did you never wake for Love? 
M. And may it never, never break my Sleep, 
For Dogs, once blooded, always run at Sheep. 
B. But I have eM, thefe ten long Days, or more. 
M. A wealthy Man, enjoy thy fancy*d Store, 
I am, and.am contented to be poor. 
B. Hence ris that Pm Ger- run with lazy Eaſe, 
My Fields neglected, and my Ploughs di ſpleaſe. 
M. But 
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hut who thus wounds thee? B. Mol the briſk, the gay, 
She ſung our Song, and was oπ⁹] Quren of May. 
AM. Faith, rightly ſerv'd, perſue thy vain Delight, 
How that old Fly ſhall claſp thee all the Night! 
B. You flout; not only Pts are loft, 
But vexing Love's ; forbear, rade Swain, to boaſt. 
M. I do not boaſt, but lay thy Handful down, 
Throw by thy Hook, unbend thy gather'd Frown, 
And fing (for you could fing) thy ſlender Fair, 
YT will eaſe thy Labour, and divert thy Care. 
BATTUS. 
With me, ſweet Mrſe, the ſlender Maid rehearſe ; 
For all looks fair that you adorn with Verſe. 
Bombyce charming, Sun-burnt, gaſtly thin 
You ſeem to many Eyes, but brown to mine. 
The /etterd Daffadil, and FPlers brown; 
Vet thoſe are chiefeſt Graces of a Crown. 
The Goats their Thyme, the Wolves the Coats perſue, 
The Crane the Plough, and I am mad for you. 
Oh, had I Cræſus Store, then both ſhould ſhine, 
Two golden Statues fix'd in Pens Shrine! 
Thy Hand ſhonld grace an Apple, Harp, or Roſe, 
And me a dancing Garb, and gawdy Shoes. 
:;:mbyce charming; oh, woulòſt thou be kind 
How ſweer thy Voice ! but who can tell thy Mind? 
M1L0O. 
Hah ! we neber knew the Value of the Swain, 
How well he meaſures, how he tunes his Strain! 
Hah ! no more Senfe, and yet thy Beard fo long! 
But ſtay, and hear the fweer Zyterſas Song. 

O, fruitful Ceres, bleſs this thrtving Crop, 
Increaſe, and make it larger than our Hope! | 
e Reapers, bind the Sheaves, leſt ſome Mould ſay, 
Ah, lazy Drones, they don't deſerve their Pay; 

Or to the North your Cocks, ye Reapers, rear; 

Or ty the Sourh, thoſe Winds increaſe the Ear. 

Ye Clowns that winnow, never fleep at Noon; 

For then the Chaff is looſe, and quickly gone. 
D | 
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Rea pers ſhould riſe with Larks, and when 
To Rooft retire, but bear the Heat * 88 
Frogs Lives, my Boys, axe hleſ d; for "midſt their Pool 
They never waut, their Cup is always fall. 
Boil, Steward,boil them whole, ſack Pinchking's mean, 
Yowll cut your Hand whilſt yoo divide à Bean. 

Such Songs ſhould R fing, thut cou and ſweat, 
That work at Noon, aud. bear the burning Heat; 
Put ſtarving Love ſhould never vex thy Head, 
Such Tales will bring thee to a Bit 2 
Tales far thy Mother, as ſhe lies a Bed. | 
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IDYLLIUM XI. 
He writes to a Phyſician, au tells him, that the Muſes 


are the only Reniedy for Love, which he proves by the 
Example of Poly phemns. 


b Dr. PITT of Wadtham-College. 


N vain, Learwd Sir, in vai is all your Art, 
There is no Phaſfeh fox a wounded Heavr ; 

No Herb cam eaſe, no Salve the Pain remove, 
There is no Cure for the Diſeaſe of Lowe, 
Beſide the Muſes ; thoſtaze ſoſt, and ſweet, 
Au pleaſing ine, but are hand eget. 
This, Sir, you know, whoſe Skill is next diwi 
In it; you, the Dazling of the Nine. 
Thus Polyghens found Eaſe, the Gay, the Young, 
He curd his raging Lon by a Sg; 
No mean Degree of Love his Rreaſt did. fre, 
He was all Fury, Rage, aud wild Defire ; 
This ſingle Paſkon did bis Mind conttoul, 
Aud was the only Buſmeſs of his Soul: 


Qtr 
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Oft did his his former chief Delight, 
From Paſtures fed, return alone at Night; 

Whilſt on the fedgy Shore the Cyclops lay, 

And ſinging Galatea pind away, 

From Morn till Night; for Yen powerful Dart 
Had galÞd his Liver, and had pierc'd his Heart, 
And yet he found a Cure; on Rocks he flood, 
And thus he ſang, as he firvey*t the Flood. 

Fair Maid, and why doſt thou thy Love deſpiſe ? 
More white than Curds, and pleafing ro my Eyes ; 
More ſoft than Lambs, more wanton than a Steer; 
But to the Senſe, like Grapes unripe, ſevere. 

You come, when. pleaſing Sleep hath ſeabd my Eye; 
When pleafing Sleep unfeals, 283 fly: 

You fly with eager Haſte, as fearful Lambs 

From rav0ning Wolves run bleating to their Dame. 

I lov'd thee, Nymph, I lou eber fince you came 
To pluck our Po; from thence I dare my Flims. 
My Eye did then my feeble Heart betray, | 
I know the Minute of the fatal Day 

My Mother led and I fhew'd the Way; 

Then when I lookWd, and ever fince I burn, 

I muſt love on, defpairing 2 Return. 

The Cauſt of aft thy Harte, drar Nymph, 1 know, 
One large wide Gap f s crofs my hairy Brow 
From Ear to Paz, one Eye doch fingly grace, 

My Noſe is flat, and even to my Face. 

Yer I, tharugly I, whom refuſe, 

Feed rhoufand Goars, and milk ren thouſand Ewes; 
Theſe give me Drink and Cheeſes all the Fear; 5 


See ronnd my Cave my loaden Shelves appear, 

And bend beneath the wetghry Heaps they bear. 

Beſides, I live the Joy of all the Plain, 

No Cyclops can fo feet à Strain: 

Thee, thee, dear Nymph, with thee my ſelf I fing, 

Till Midnights and Morning fpreads her Wing, 

Ten Cubs, I forc'd them from an angry Bear, 

nnn. 
2 
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Come, live with me, and I ſincerely vow 
hat your Condition ſhan't be worſe than now. 
For ſake the Ocean, leave the aigry Sea, 
'Tis better ſleeping in my Cave with me; 
There Lawrels grow, and there black Ivy twines, 
And bluſhing Cluſters load the bended Vines : | 
Tin-re axe cold Streams, which from the melting Snow 
Hot Zing ſends, a Drink divine, below: 
Tacxe all Things are by Nature form'd to pleaſe, 
And wao to this would &er prefer the Seas? 
Bur grant that Pm defor m'd, unſeemly, cough, 

Yer Tam rich, and I have Wocd enough; 
A coalt ut blazing Flame ſtill hears my Cave, 
* Tho? by this Eye, the deareſt Thing I have, 
want no outward Heat, the fierce Deſire 
hat burns my Breaſt, is a ſufficient Fire. 

Ah me ! unhappy me! how Fate prevails ! 
Ch me ! had I been born with Fins and Scalcs, 
That I might dive to you, cut thro) the Deep, 
And kiſs your Hand, if you refuſe your Lip; 
Then would I Lillies white, and Roſes bring, 
And all the gawdy Glories of the Spring, 
With Poppies bluſhing Leaves, tho? theſe do grow 
In Summers Heat, and thoſe in Froſt and Snow. 

Well, well, PII learn to ſwim, next nimble Oars 

That ſet a Sea-man on our fruitful Shores, 
Shall reach me how to dive, that I raay know 
V hat Pleaſure Iris you take in Waves below. 
Come forth, fair Nymph, con. e forth, and leave the Main, 
And (as I now) neber mind thy Home again; 
Hut feed the Flocks with me, or milk the Sheep, 
Or run the Cheeſe, and never mind the Deep. 
My Mocher's crofs, her juſt Complaints perſue, 
Four fe ner ſpoke in my Behalf to you, 
Altho' ſhe knew my Grief, ſaw ev'ry Day 

{ow much I waſted, how I piwd away. 


ut + 
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DIY tell, to fright her, that —1 Thigh, 
Are pain'd, chat 2 — 2 J. 


O ! Ge age a een 


Is all thy 
cut the — 


Go, wreath thy 
To feed the Lambs milk the burden'd Cows : 
Go mind thy Karveſt-work, forthar will 
Thy Wiſdom greater, than this whining Love. 
Take thoſe that offer, and the Proud deſpiſe, 
The willing love, and ſcorn the Maid that flies. . 
Come, leave this Fooling, leave this dull Deſpair 
Another Virgin tbou ſalt find as fair; 
For many Maids invite me ſtill to play, 
And titter all, as pleavd, when I obey. 
Sure I am ſomewhar, they my Worth can ſte, 
And I my felf will now grow proud of me. 

Thus PaAyphemas curꝰd his ſtrong Diſeaſe, 
His Songs tamd Love, and gave more certain Eaſe, 
Than if he had implor'd the Doctor's Skill, 
And with juſt Fees bought your rmerring Bill. 
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IDYLLIUM XIE 


Fr 
A Welcome to 4 Friend, 


T» Mr. EDWARD EATOV. 


OU come, dear Duc h, now three long Days are gut, 
You come; but Lovers do grow old in one 
4: much as Spring exce!s the Froit and Saow, 
4s much as Plumbs are ſweeter than a Sloe, 
\s much as Ewes are thicker ffeec'd than Lam 
\- munch as Mais excel thrice marry'd Dame”. 
23 
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As much as Colts are nimbler than a Steer, - 
As much as Thruſhes pleafe the liſPning Ear 9 
More than the meaner Songſters of the Air ; 
So much thy Preſence cheers; behold, I run 
As Trav'llers to the Shade at burning Noon: 
| Oh! may an equal Flame our Hearts engage, 
N And let us live in Songs thro? future Age 

Two Youths were once with mutual Hands confin'd, 
The one was generous, and the other kind : 
2 Their Love was equal ; thoſe were golden Men, 
When he that was belowd, did love again: 
Grant, ye immortal Pow'rs, grant, mighty ove, 
Grant this once more, increaſe theſe Bands of Love. 
\ When future Ages ſhall in Order flow, 
1 Let ſome deſcend, and tell my Shade below, 
b, Thy Love, thy Lover's Kindneſs, Faith, and Truth, 
Are praisd by all, but chiefly by the Youth - 
Bur this I leave to Heaven's indulgent Care 
For Heavn can grant, or can reje& my Prayer; 
Vet thee Pl] ſing ; thee ſweet, nor ?miMſt my Song 
Shall tell-tale Blitters riſe, and gall my Tongue 
The little Pains you rais'd, were kindly meant, 
Your healing Love did all the Smart prevent, 
And I departed fraught with good Contenr. 

Brave Megarenſians, fam'd for nimble Oars, 
May Peace flow in, and Plenty crown your Shores; 
[6 No leſs the celebrated Honours claim, 
' Which you beſtow on Diocles's Name, 
For Love and Friendſhip long renown in Fame. 
Ar his known Torab, each Year the Boys contcud 
Which kiſſes ſofteſt, which beſt loves bis Friend; 
And he that kiſſes ſweeteſt, wins the Praife, 
And runs to his glad Mother crown'd with Hays. 
Happy the Man that muſt beſtow the Prize 
Thrice happy he that judges of the Kiſs! 
Fair Ganymed, that makes the Thund'rer Low, 
Whoſe Smiles can calm, and fmoorh his angry Brow, 
Allay his Fury, and his Rage command, 
Aud e his Lightning in his ified Hand; 
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Had ſuch a Lip, (or Fame hath often ly'd, 

And Fame errs ſeldom on the better Side) 

That like a Touch-ſtone try'd the proffer'd Joy, 
And could diſcern true Gold from baſe Alloy. 
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He writes to Ins Friend, a Phyſician, and tells him that 
Love conquers the greateſt Heroes; which he proves 
from the Story of Hercules and Hylas. 


To» Mr. WILLIAM GOULD, N. B. of Wadham- 
College. 


Ove, Love, dear Friend, what eder we think, tis true: 
Vas not deſign'd for only ſuch as you; 

Nor do the Charms of Beauty ſtrike alone 

Us Mortals, ſeen to Day, to Morrow gone ; 

Bur Hercules, that Son of mighty Fove, 

That bore the Lyons Fury, ſtoop'd to Love; 

Tho? rough his Mind appear'd, tho? ſteePd to Joy, 

He Hylas claſp'd, and lov'd the charming Boy. 

He taught him as a Father would a Son, 

And till ro virtuous Actions led him on: 

hey never parted, nor at Noon, nor Night, 

Norwhen theMorws whiteHorſedraws forth theLiglir, 
Ir when the callow Birds lye down to Reſt, 

And careful old Ones flutter oer the Neſt ; 

That ſtill inſtructing as he once began, 

He might be form'd into a worthy Man. 

gut when ſtout Faſon, with the Youths of Greece, 

To Colchos ſaibd, their Prize the Golden Fleece 

When he had garher'd all the Sons of Fame 

That could afliſt, the great Acides came 
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To fiir Folcor, Ages chieſeſt Freight; 

Young L * too, — Ship ſcarce felr his Weight ; 

She, fwift plyta her nimble Oars, 

And Cafely 1d |» SY rm C3ancen Shores, 

Which us'd to meet, and ſtave the Ships that — 

Bat now are fix, on firm Foundations plac” 

Began to feed on Graſs, and leave their Dams, 

The noble Heroes, blefPd with Southern _— 

Throꝰ Helleſpont did Tpread their fwelling Sails; 

Thro? rhe —— they did ſwiftly row, 

Where ſtout Oxen wear the Pliongh; 

And landing there, — we Night came on, 

And calld to eat, they fate in Order down ; 

Soft Turfs were rais d, and each poſleſyd bis Place, 

The Plain was large, and gave them Beds of Graſs. 

The charming Hylss, quick as the Command, 

A brazen Veſſel grac'd his lovely Hand, 

Ran o'er. the Field to ſee what Springs. afford, 

And fetch ſome Fountain Water for. his Tord; 

His Lord, and Nlamon, his conftant Gueſt, 

One Table always join'd them at the Feaſt. 

Jaſt by, a ring Spring crept or the Ground, 

The Banks with Pervine, and with crowd : 

Within, the Nymphs, the Ladies of the kins, 

The watchful Nymphs,that dance and fright he Swains : 

Eunice, Malis, and their chiefeſt.Grace 

Nicea, Spring ſtill opens in her Face. 

This Hylas ſaw, his Cup let gently down, 

Well pleagd that he could ſerve his Lord fo ſoon, 

Bur ſtreight the Nymphs- (for Love had div'd below, 

Their tender Hearts did ?miMſt rhe Water glow, 

The Boys fair Eyes had darted warm Defire, 

And thro? the Waves had raisd a fatal Fire) 

Seizd on his Hand, be fell, as ford from Clouds 

A falling Star ſhoors down to under Plonds. 

Mean while the Boat-Swgin cries, Mates _ the Sails, 

The Wind's at Stern, and we have proſp'rous Gales. 
T 
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The Nymphs dancd Hylas, Kiſſes dry'd his Tears, 
And. Comforts were appl yd to eaſe his Fears. 

ut vevd Alcides, Care with Anger ſtrove, 

And tore his Breaſt, reſolv'd to find his Love; 

His left Hand grac'd a Bow of fatal Tew, 

Death wing'd and pointed ev'ry Dart that flew ; 

His right a knotry Club did well command, 

That conſtant Grace and Terror of his Hand. 

Thrice did he Hyles call, and thrice he mourn'd, 
Thrice Hylas heard the Voice, and thrice returw'd ; 
But ſmall rhe Sound, which thro? the Waves did ric, 
Tho? near, he diſtant ſeem'd, ſo weak the Cries, 

As ſhaggy Lyons, fierce by Hunger grown, 

That hear a Kid or Lambkin bleat alone, 

Start from their Den, and laſh their angry Breaſt, 
And fiercely run to take their eafy Feaſt ; | 
So he thro? thorny Paths did wildly rove, 

As mad and furious for his peri{fd Love. | 
Mean while, the Ship was rigg'd, the Winds were fairy 
And Sails were ſpread, but no Alcides near; 

H- far remov'd, did rove thro? Paths untrod, 

For Love had galbd his Breaſt, a cruel God. 

Hence Hylas grew a God, and grac'd a Shrine, 

His Love and Bearty made him half divine. 

Mean while, the Hero's, fir'd with martial Rage, 
Alcides bland, as fearful to engage; 

It argwd not his Love, but prov'd his Fear, 

To leave the Ship, and { decline the War; 

Bur he on Foot to barbarous Phaſis came, 

And noble Actions ſoon redeem'd his Fame. 
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IDYLLIUM XIV. 
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Eſchines being ſcorwd by Cuniſca, who had 4 greater 
Kindneſs for ne Woolf, neſabver to tur Soldier. His 
Friend Thynicus adviſts him to ſerve King Prolomy. 


To his Friend aud Tutor, Mr. BALCH of Wadham- 
College. 


* 


E. N Ood Morrow, Thynicas. F. The like to you. 


Z. ut why {6 late N TJ. lave? What ails thee now? 
E. All is not well. R IT fees, you look fo thin, 
Vour Face not wa, Beard f &er your Chin, 
Your Eye-brows thick. Laſt Night I chanc'd to view 


A poor i# ; he bod like you, 

Pale, bare-foot, an Ambien, as he faid ; 

But, Faith, he look'd as if on Meal he fed. 

E. You joke; but fair Crnifjce ſrorns my Love, 
And as her Hatred, ſo my Flames improve; 
And tho?, perhaps, I no Tack Heats berray'd, 
Yet Pm within an Inch af fing Ls 

T. You ſtill were rare, you ſti ue 

What your — hath once 4 ; 

But prithee tell me what diſturbs anew ? 

E. Tom, Will, and Dick, and I, a jovial Crew, 

Not minding Fate that did too cloſe perſue, 

Drank at my Houſe, the Glaſs went briſkly round, 
Our Hearts were merry, and each Head was crowu'd. 
I made them welcome, got the beſt I cowd, 

A fuckiag Pig, two Chickens, Country Food; 
And, tho) I fay't my ſelf, my Wine was good: 
Twas four Years old, yet mild, I vow ris true, 
Vith Burrage mix'd, it drank as well as new, 


At 
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At laſt we voted ech ſhould crown a Glaſi 

What Health he phagd, but name whoſe Health it was: 
We drank and ſhe mute all the while, ; 
And ſullen ſate, without ane Word or Smile; 

How was I ved ro find a Change fo fooh ? 

What Mate? whet, le you fees a , fays one # 
At thatz ſhe d, her gilt Colonr rafe, 
That you might light a Canilke at her Noſe. 
Therese,, there Ml, my Neigbom Labia's Son, 
Tall, ſlender, and the Beauty of the Town ;. 

For him ſhe burns, and ſighs, and ſighs again, 
And this I heard g but lan to find my Pan, 
I let it lye, and grew a in win ; 
When we were heated well, ind fab with Wine, 
One ſang 2 Song of af, 4 cussd Deſign ; 

For ſteight n wepe ar the Surprise, 

And don 3 

She wept 2s wanton Garts that leave their Pap, 

And wauld be dandled on theiz Mother% Lap; 

Then I, you know me; ver'd at this Difllain, 

Fled at her, ſtrucek, and foroxe, and kick gain. 

She roſe ; 0h, Miſchief ! cave 1 plane n mere? 

Have you anothet Swent-beart ? Out you Whate ; 

Muſt you do this wow to t wy Fear: ? 

Go ta hin, tay, and count ham with your Tears ; 

As ſwift as Stvaldows fweeping Oer the Hain g 
To —__— — with munble Pain, > 
Catch ane, then fend, teturn again; 

5o quick fhe t ben K, fo fweſt her Haſte, 

do Won ſhe riwe? the Hall and Pour pt 

i ſcarce could ſbe Her move, ſhe went fo fiſt. 

Now twenty Days, and ten, and nine, and eight, 
And one, and two are paſt, two Months compleat ; 
Vet ſtill we differ; nor in all this Space 

Have I ſhav'd once, regardleſs of my Face. 

But ſhe is Woolf "s, and Woolf"s her chief Delight; 
For him ſhe will unlock the Gate at Night : 


But 
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” Alluding to the common Saying. 
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But I am ſcorm'd, I cawt be loobhd upon, 

Shel ſcarce vouchſafe the Favour of a Frown ; 
And yet, dear Friend, could I but break the Chain, 
And hate her once, all would be well again ; 

Bur as the Proverb ſays, The heedleſs Morſe 

Math bitten Pitch, and how ſhall he get looſe ? 
What Phyſick can theſe vexing Pains remove ! 

I know no Cure for the Diſeaſe of Love. 

Yet Dick, my Friend, that equal Pains endur'd 
For Betty, travelbd, and was quickly cur'd ; 

And, Faith, Pll travel too, I ſcorn to boaſt 

My Courage, yet I think Pm ſtout as moſt. 

T. I wiſh thou hadſt enjoy d thy juſt Deſire, 

And gain'd thy Love; but if thou wilt retire, 
Serve Ptolomy, for hell reward thy Pain; 

Believ'r, he loves a ſtout and honeſt Man. 

E. What other Virtnes? T. Oh! the greateſt Mind, 
The ſweeteſt Temper, generous, and kind ! 

He marks his Friend, but more he marks his Foe, 
His Hand is always open to beſtow. 

Petition modeſtly, he grants the Thing, 

And freely gives, as it becomes a King; 

And therefore, Lover, if you bravely dare 

To tis your Snapſack on, and go to War; 

If chou cawit keep thy Poſt, and ſtand thy Ground, 
And throw back on thy Foe the coming Wound, 
To Egypt haſte, make haſte, eber Youth decays, 
Firſt from our Temples Age begins ber Race, 
Thence whit'ning Time creeps ſoftly over the Face. 
Go on whilſt Yourh is green, and Strength. does laſt ; 
For when old Age draws nigh, the Time is paſt, 
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_ IDYLLIUM xv. 


2 125 Gollips go Fa rpg 
— fee Glary of th 
EEE: 


The Perſons are Gergo, Ennoe, Prexinoe, N Stran- 
| ger, and Mother. — 


To Mr. RICE WILLIAMS, of Wadkam-College, 
G. 1Weet-heart, is my Prezincs at Home ? 8 
Ses dear Gorgo 5 but how late you come? 


P. I ſearce expotted | and fate alone: 
A Chair and Cuſhion, ; Ready. E Pray ſu down. 


. 
5 an 
crofs Sor thaſt leave his former 


the World's Edge this Retreat, 
y Cave, than like a Houle ; ? 
dots, Kind Heart, to ſep rate us, 
* — —_— continual Croſs. 
ſoft, fee here's your Son, 
ns to frown. 


More like 4 
oy this he 
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N He vent laſt Night (old Faults are all forgot } 


To buy ſome Soap, and What & ye . 


2 


Laſt Market - day he went to chea pen Wooll, 8 


And there for ñye Gro boyght 

All —— j wi 0 hy wo a Grogs- 

But 17 ag A and pay let's go; 

Let's to Court 5 for there's 2 Shew 

Adonis Feaſt, and, as I lately heard, * .. 

Our Royal Queen hath glorigus Sights prepar d. 

eee have al Ting 725 FOR now tell 
- - well 


We that have nonght to do, bhæve Time for Tales. 

P. Maid, Water quickly ; Faith, TII break your Head, 
Go ſet it down. Theſe Cats ſo. love a 

rive them away, they H Thoil my Cloth of State; 
— —— —— E 
See how ſne Ipeeds ! come pour; but why ſo ſoon ? 
A little more; what makes you wert.my Gown? 
Well, now.Pm fairly waſt'd, the Gods be bleG'd ; 
But bring me ſreight the Key of wy great Cheſt. 


Nay, you may$ 
but, 


roco 


Pick- pockets crohd, and joltle all they meer. 

What ſhall we do? You fee we — on Sree - 

Ad, Dear! I wiſh I was at Home again. 

The King's great Horſe is come, ſtand farther, Friend, 

Don't tread upon me, ſee he rears an End; 

Look how he bougds ! ! oh ! whither ſhall we run? 

Alas, poor Soul! he'll throw his Rider down. 

Well, I am g ike I did not bring my Sons 

G. Cheer up come, the Danger's paſt, 

And — are Joo mer og let's mend our Haſte. 

P. Well, now I'm coming to my ſelf again, 

A Horſe, and a cold Serpent's winding Train 

Aways hared ; fye, we move too flow ; 

Look there dena, w as Tidezof Peol e flo ! | 

G. Mother, is't you wit ? af Les, tis I. 

G. Can we get in pray, ity Þ M Daughter, try; 

For he that never mew 5 can ne er enjoy: 

The Greeks by try yin, Be . N conquer d Troy. 

P. She leaves us wi ; what ſhe means, 

God knows ! but ſure 2 * — Torke hidden Senf. 

Women Kkiiow all below, and all abcve, 

Nen how Queen Hino was betroth'd to Ine. 

Ft look Fraxinee, how the People wait! 

How great a Thong attends the crowded Cate! 

P. A vaſt one, 22 6 come, tis beſt to uin 

Hands round ; here, Gorgo, clap your Hand in mine. 
Take Entick Ennee, that we may not loſe 

Each other; come, thruſt all, and ſtill keep cloſe. 

ah me! my Veil is cent; pray, why d' ye preſs 

My Gown ? Good * may Heav'n to bleſs,... 

And you be happy 24 you forbear. 

S. I cannot; yet vii 2 Care. 

N The copy increaſes,. and they thruſt like Swine. 

S. Come, chear up, Madam, we are all got in. 

P. Well, may the reous Gods reward thy Pain 

For helping us chou art an honeſt Man. 

E 2 Poor 
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Poor Eunoe's joſtled till, ſhe'll loſe her Hood; 


Jn Buy ſtontly thruſt, * break the Crowd. 
e are all in, as one (a aid, | 
When he had got his Miſtred Aut i Bed. | 

G. Praxince, look what Hangings grace the Rooms ! 
Huw fine, how rich, ſure wrought in heav'nly Looms? 
Oh ſtrange ! what Hands could theſe fine Things defign ? 
What Mortal Pencil draw ſo ſweet a Line ? 

How real they appear? They ſeem to meve, 
They are Alive, m ſure they can't be wove. 


Man's a wiſe Thing; but ſee on yonder Bed d 


Adonis lies, Down o'er his Cheeks is f. 

I ovely Adonis, lov'd amongſt the Dead. 

S. Hiſt, hiſt, your tatling filly Talk forbear, 

Like Turtles you have Mouths from Ear to Ear. 

G. And who are you? Pray, what have you to ſay 
If we will talk? Seek thoſe that will obey. 
Would you the Syracuſſan Women rule? 
Beſides, to tell you more, you medling Fool, 
We are Corinthians, that's no great Diſgrace, 
Bellerophon himſelf did boaſt that Race. 

Ve ſpeak our Language, uſe the Dorick Tone, 
And, Sir, the Dores, ſure, may uſe their own. 
P Our Huſbands are enough, let none pretend | 


To rule beſide; you are a fawey Friend, 

I'm n&er beholding t' ye, and there's an end. 

G. Peace, Peace, Praxinoe, ſtraight in charming Lays 

A Maid ſhall fing the dead Adonis Praiſe, 

More ſoft than Sperchis in a mournful Song; 

Hark ! ſhe prepares her Voice, it won't be long. 
Great Goddeſs, Joy of the Idalian Grove, 

To whom high Eryx bows, fair Queen of Love, 

How charming was thy ſweet Adonis led, 

Ry heft. foot Hours, from midſt the filent Dead? | 

The twelfth Month came, when from the Shades belovy 

Reſtor'd, what Beauty fare upon his Brow ? | 

The Hours the floweſt of the Gods, tis true, 

Yer pleaſing, for they ſtill bring ſomething _ p 

in 
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Kind you (thns Rory fü yt did flrſt remove 
Fair — to the Letts above, | 
And batł d Lay — hs 4 1 , 
And now, 1 $ Ace, 
In juſt "ad tity Alon. | 
With all the tit the vations Fatth can yield; 
The ſilver Mat brings find every Pied 
The choĩceſt Flowers titat pleaſe the curious F ye, 
In Gold the S i Odbnrs Breathe and die; 
Of Flour and Honey mix d, the fWeeteſt Cake 
That Womens Luxury or Art can make. 
The Earth and Oceana give a vaſt Supply, 
And Att fends aft the various Kinds that fly: 
She raiſes freſh imaginary Groves, | 
And all there flurterx wantos Loves; 
As new-ftelg? ruſhes, Wulle the old One ſings, 
Leap quick from Bough to Bongh, and try their Wings«-. 


0 fee there ewo Ivory Eagles fly, 
And bear young G thro* rhe yielding Sky: 


See Pur ple Tap'ftry, fofter far than Sleep, 

This he Il confeſi, that feed Mileſſan Sheep. 

Oh! happy Riches, ſee two Beds are made, 

And V here, there fair Adonis laid; 

A youthful Bridegioam, juſt mature for Bliſs, 

No prickly Beard makes rough his pleaſing Kits. . 

Let Venus have him, and his Sweets embrace; 

To Morrow e er the Dew forfakes the 

ell bear him here the Waves foam round the Shoe, 

Our Hair all looſe, out Coats let down before, 

Our Breaſts all bear; and as we march 

witch mouruful Voice, begin this Funeral Song. 
Adonis, of the Hero's yon alone 

doi come to us, now go to Aberon; 

Nor Agamemnon, not ſtout Ajax knew, 

Ind none enjoy'd the Favour like to you: 

Not Hector, fruitſul Priam's ſtouteſt Joy, 

Not Pyerhus marching from his conquer d Troy - 

The ancient Iapithæ, Duca lions Race ; 

Or brave Pelaſyi, Argos chiefeſt Grace, 
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Kind now Adonis, next Year kind remain, 

Now, welcome, welcome when you come again. 
G. Ah, dear Praxinoe ! theſe are curious Things: 
O, happy Creature! oh, 3 

But I muſt go, for ſhould m 

(He has not din'd) and not 12 me at — 
How he would fret; he's pettiſh, hates Delay. 
Nor when he's hungry would I come ins Way. 
Farewel, Adonis, now thy Pomp muſt ceaſe ; 

But ſtill return, and till our Joys increaſe. 
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IDYLLIUM XVI. 
n 


He complains that Poetry meets not 4 ſuitable Reward 
from Great Men, for that Immortality which it beſtows 
upon them. 


To his very good Friend JOHN DRYDEN, E/q; 


HIS is the Muſes, this the Poets Care, 

To ſing the Gods, and Men renown'd for War. 
The Muſes Goddeſſes make Gods their Theme; 
We Men ſing Men, and raiſe rhem vaſt Eſteem. 
But who that lives below our Pains regards? 
What open Hand deals ſuitable Rewards ? 
Or who receive us when we offer Fame ? 
And ſend us back more wealthy than we came ? 
The Muſes baffled, thus turn Home again 
Wich naked Feet, they ſigh, they weep, complain, 
And frown at me, when they have gone in vaiu. 
Deep in the Bottom of my empty Cleſt, 


A Place too hollow, and too hard for Reſt, 
They 


- 


eeds as heretofore, | 
ptive Tho 1 n 
ping a N * Boſom 5 
give "he Baſt ie eats their Gold. 


They cry, near is my Shirt, more near my Skin ; _ 

Muſt 1 ſupply the Hunger of the Nine? 

Let me grow rich in Wealth, and thoſe in Senſe ; 

A Poet is the Care of Providence. 

What need of more, fince Homer lives? he brings 

No Charge upon me, yet the beſt he ſings. 

Poor Men ! what profits pregious Ore that lies 

Heap d up within, to feed the g ny Eyes? 

It yields a diff rent Profit to the Wi 

Some on themſelves, ſome Part on Wits they ſpend ; 

Some Part their Kinſmen ſhare, and ſome their Friend. 

To ev'ry Man from them ſome Goods accrue, 

And ſtill the Gods rective their ered Due. 

He's kind and gen'rous, nobly tres his Gueſts 3. 

He never cloys, but pleaſes with his Feaſts. 

But chiefly to the Muſes Sons they give, 

That after Death their laſting Fame may live; 

And that they may not fit and mourn below 

As thoſe whoſe Hands are harden'd by the Plough 3 

Who ſit and figh, and with a fad Compl.int "gs 

For oy weep itary Want. « 

Ant ioc has once kept a Kingly Board, ? 

A thouſagd menial Servants call'd him Lord. 

4 chouſand Heifers fed at Scope's Srall 

Ten thouſand horned Bulls low d thro his Vale. 

The kind Creonde fed gheir num rous Flock, 

Their brouzing Goats Mill hung on thouſand Rocks; 

Yer when their naked Souls began to float, 

Rreath'd out in Air, and ſtow'd in Charon's Boat, 

They left rheir Wealth beyond the ia Shore, 

The crazy Veſſe l could not waft their Ore; : 
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A gripmg Niygard's cloſe contracted Mind, 
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—  - * 
nhearch timtalx d of, 5 


— his Poet, with exatief 
Had ſtrurk his Harp, and fv a, 


Tis Verſe t ry Nich r 
The ſwiftefl Hotfe that wing t Fry 
tis had wether d, he” Had Toft His Name, 


— 

to Keep àn equi ' with Fame. 
— Rad the Tree, pr Trojans known 
What Fame once Female Cyeum Flory ſhown, 
Unlefsa Poet, with immorr it Song, 
Had told their Fights, and made their Wars fo long # 
Ulyſſes, he thro? various Dangers toſt 
For ſeven long Yeats, that touch d at ev'ty Coaſt ; 
That he who ſaw the Shades, and fiv'd 
Phat ſcap'd the Cychopr, nis Fame farvty'd : 
Eumens, mingl'd with the common Dead, 
Had lain as nameleſſ as the Ox he fed ; 
And wholly vaniſid with his k Breath, 
If Homer Had not fnarch'd his front Death. 
The Muſes raiſt Mens Worth, their Fame they ſpread, 
Whilſt Heirs conſume the Riches of the Dead. 
And tis a Taff, Tm fre, of equaf Eafe, 
To tell how many Tempelts toſs the Seas; 
With what fletce Storms the troabPd Ocean roars ; 
How many Waves it rolls to trembling Shores, 
To waſh a Blackmore white, as to unbind 3 


And force him to be generous and kind. 

A Curſe on ſuch; vaſt Heaps of uſeleſi Ore 

M. y thoſt enjoy, and yer fill wiſh for more. 
Twas always ſo; and tis my Humonr till, 
Much more than "Wealth, I value Mens good Will: 
And now I ſeek what Patron I may chuſe, 

And where I may be welcome with my Muſe ; 
For Poets find but fmall Returns of Love 
Without their Miſe, thus ſtands the Will of e. 
The He.v*n's not weary whilſt it whirls the Sun, 
And thouſand Steeds ſhall draw the Chariot on; 


& 
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Is Tomb lay drown'd in Blood. 


The C ini an n= > kg 


Forget their Fury, and 

The —— Troops ſpread o — the Field, 

Their r See ade, their left a Shield. 
Theſe as ancient Heroes brave; 

His c—_ | n o'er his Shoulders wa" : 

But oh ian ee, revenge our Blood, 


———ů— the Seardizien Flood; 
Scatter their Force, and fend few Home to tell 
The Wives and Children how . 


Let old Inhabitants poſſeſa their 

And ee 

The Fi ge 

Great Floc is fx eo 
2 n 
An r 

The Fields — AN os ups ry de 
The Inſects fing, and, make the glad. 
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I am but one, but more ue Daughters love, 
More wiſe than I am; and more apt to move. 
And theſe ſmooth A4rethuſa's Streams ſhall fing, 
The brave Sicilians, and their valiant King: 

Ye Goddeſſes, | Orchonenium grace, 

The Scourge Hatred of che Rete Race, 
Uncall'd I'll fay, genes, that ſball invite, 
My Muſe ſhall offer Honour and Delight. 

ll never leave you; what will Men receive 
Withour the Graces ? What is fit to give? 


O may I ever with the Graces Ive! 


IDYLLIUM 
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IDYLLIUM XVE. 
A Panegyrich os King Þ TOLEMY. 
To AMBROSE BkKOWNT, EI: 
rg toy je wes wich Jr a 


1115 * 


And I, we a Ht ng, 
Sing Win Wann oy 
In ſhady ids; whe WAG * FOIA 
The Wood- ne brit dou 7 7 rike: 
And where ſhall I? ere ed X end This 
With which the Sed have” bier de bet of Kings. 
His Father ; who & bervely great, 
S0 deeply fi 7 a d Arit of State ? 
What Age wedged ey, bet ay 
His Mii ws high, and hob 0 KB 
Him Fove doch > an een Ta 
And give a Golden Palace next his 
Next Alena fits; the Witt, tis 
A miter'd Sd, ant chet t thi — te. 
Juſt oppoſite Altides Phtrone does fhine, 
Of ſparkling Hiamond made, the Work divine ; 

d whilſt on Ne with the Gods he feaſts, 
e ſmiles to ſee his Race Nis equal Gueſts, 


Ou 
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On each Great Zaxe hi b Age -baſtow's, 


Kingdom. to his layal Sons, 
Vibes moves, 
the He in his.Laves. 


On others rg with eaſy Pains ſhe. bears ; 
Her Houſe is full, but of the num rous Race 
Not one can ſbem the.joyful Fathers Face. 
oe 7 = — 

1 6 
Your Kindneſs fach A her fears the Stygian ;J' 
E'er griſly Charon came to var 1— | 
You gave a Sine, and aucb us to adace. 
Juſt like a falling Star thατn down by Fate, 
ou caught, and made her Partner of yaur State; 
Whilſt Kind to all, ſhe gengle Cares inſpixcs, 
And warms the 5 — with pleaſing Fires. 


The fam d Achilles on the Gracias Shaxe 3 


For there thy Mother to nn | þ 3 * 
dad co | 


y Reign. 
Iland took thee in thee Arts, and ſmit'd, 
To view the Father's Image in the Child. 
She ſhouted, and ſherfaid, Ah! lovely 
Be born, thy — barns a7 
on me us great a Fame 
As Delta does to her = 


Thus ſpake the Ifle- - 4 — 

And — with Cloads; of . 
With joyful Sound 1 ictous Wings; 
Twas ves own Sign, —— Kings: 
But whom he — — ae 

That lives the 

All elſe muſt yield, ITE 

With conqu'ting Arms tie ſpreada 

A thouſand — — 
Where —— — — 4 

But none ſuch Croys as ſandy: | 
Where Nile with his enzithing us voor 
And what the barren Clouds deny: 
No Nation bears, — wo Lon wutgh a. 

So many Towns, and Men of Aft as the. 

Full thirty thouſand Towns enjoy rhe Sway | 

of Prolemy, and eagerly obey. 

The ſtout Phenicians too have felt his Sword; 
Arabia, Syria, Lybia call him Lord. 88 
The Echiopiens, the Pamphilian 


9 
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" 
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So far his Scegtess tac; wy 
And purling Streams obey his is juſ Command. 4 
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Vaſt Troops of Horſe and Fot, well arm'd for War, 


So dreadful gay in gracefal Ranks 3 
That ev'n t prondeſt Faes conſent to fax. 
His Treaſure richer than e er known hefoge ; 


And other fearce wiſh ſo great a Store. 
All Nations fend their Cuſtgms ev'ry Day, 
And their due Tribute to his Ocean pay. 
The Farmer fearleſs ploughs his fruirful Soil; 
No hoſtile Navies preſs the quiet Nile 
None leaps aſhore, and frights the lab xing Sw¾ains; 
None robs us of our Flocks, and ſpoils the Plains. 
Thus Ptolemy ſecures his Land from Harms ; 
So fear'd by all he fits, ſo great in Arms; 
So careful to preſerve his ancient Right ; 
This ſhewsa King, and for new Conqueſts fight; 
Ang yet he Cds to board his uſeleſs Que, 
As painful Ants ſtill turn their bury d Store. 
With much the Temples of the Heroes nine; 
His firſ- Fruits and his Gifts fill ev'ry Shrine. 
Much Gold to pow'rful neighb'ring Kings he ſends, 
Much to his Subjects, much to valiaut Friends. 
None fam d for Song, none great in Arts appears, 
No charming Voice can raviſh liſt ning Ears, 
Bur ſtreight he Favours, he Rewards imparts, 
And ſends them Preſents equa to their Arts; 
And therefore Pvers, with exalred Rage, 
Send down their Patron's Praiſe to future Age. 
At what more noble can the Wealthy aim, 
Than to ſecure a fair and laſting Fame? 
Of Great Atrides this remains alone, 
Whilſt all the Stores of Wealth he rais'd, are gone; 
Whate'er he brought from Froy, hath 'ſcap'd the Light, 
And now lies bury'd in eternal Night. 

He firſt his g/oriaws Parents made divine; 
To both he Incenſe burns, and rears a Shrine. 
How great they ſtand? How Gems their Shrines enfold, 
And hide the Iv'ry, and the puorer Gold? 
How great they ſtand ? What various Goods beſtow ? 
Supply our Wants, and * Man below? 


He 


62 The IDyLLIUMs 


He ſtains red Altars with a thouſand Beaſts, 

As Months roul zound, and bring the ſolemn Feaſts, 

Fe and his Queen, than whom kind Fortune led 

No fairer Woman to a greater Bed; 

There ſhe with Joy the nat'ral Ties improves, 

And both as Brother, and as Husband loves. 

This Gods approve, thus they themſelves are ty d. 

And Juno lives Fove's Siſter and his Bride. 

Fair perfam'd Irs makes one Bed for both, 

Where Pleaſure's heighten'd by eternal Youth. 
Hail, glorious Ptolemy ; hail, mighty King; 

Thee equal to the Gods my Mrſe ſhall ling ; 

And future Age ſhall all my Songs approve ; * 

ö Great King, beg Vertue and Increaſe of Fove. 


| ESA&SHILZEISIS|EEESS 
IDYLLIUM XVII. 
| e ee | SALA At IA SAL 


| An Epithalamium at the Marriage of Helena and 
Menelaus. 


| 
| 
| 
| 
| 


To EDWARD COUR THOPE, Eſq; 


T Sparta's Palace twenty beauteous Maids, ' 
The Pride of Greece, freſh Garlands crown'd their 

With Hyacinth and twining Parſly dreſt, (Heads, 
Crac'd joyful Aſenelaus Marriage-Feaſt ; 
When lovely Helen, great in conqu'ring Charms, 
Reſign'd her willing Beauty to bis Arms: 
They danc'd around, Joy flow'd from ev'ry Tongue, 
And the great Dome reſounded with the Song. 
And why, fair Bridegroom, why ſo ſlee y grown ? 
And why to Bed &er ſhady Night comes on? 
What,have you danc'd too much? Wine ſciz*d yourH=a.l? 
| Or are you, drowty, that you mult to Bed? 
* 
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Of THEOCRITUs 63 


Bur if you needs muſt ſleep, then ſleep alone; 

But why muſt Halen too, your Bride, be gone? 

Why muſt the leave her tender Mother thus ? 

She ſhould fit up, and play, and dance with us; 

She ſhould fit up till the bright Sun thould riſe, 

And Stars recede, leſs beauteous than her Eyes: 

For, Menelaus, ſhe for all thy Life, 

For Morning, Night, and Noon muſt be thy Wit- 

O happy Bridegruom ! thee a lucky Sneeze 

To Sparta welcom'd, where the Yourks of Greece, 
Her chiefeſt Pride, did offer humble Love; 

Yet you were choſe to be ally'd ro Jove, 

A Reauty, ſuch as never Greece did view, 

Now ſleeps between the common Sheets with yon. 

Y happy Bridegroom! what thy Bride ſhall bear, 

I like herſelf, it muſt be wond'rous fair, 

Two hundred Spartan Maids, her Equals, we 

That wreſtled, fought, and ran as well as ſhe, 

And ev'n out-did the Men; yet none appear 

A ſpotleſs Beauty, if compar'd to her. 

Juit as the Morning fhews her lovely Grace, 
When Winter's gone, and Night withdraws her gloomy 
T:i't ſo dorh Helen's charming Beauties riſe, (Face; 
Tall, fair, and fram'd by Nature to ſurprize. 

As Trees a Field, ſwift Steeds a Chariot grace, 

So Sparta is adorn'd by Helen's Face. 

In all, the Bride does eaſily excel, 

None ſpins with ſo much Arr, none weaves ſo well. 
V hen ſhe Diana or Minerva ſings, 

None tunes ſo ſoft as ſhe the ſpeaking Strings ; 

That ſthe,whofe Motions charm,whoſe Looks {ir prize, 
And thouſand Crpids wanton in her Eyes. 

Ah! fair, ah! lovely, of an envy'd Life ; 

Ah! fair, and bleſs'd in being made a Wife: 

Hut we will ran thro? yonder ſpacious Mead, 

And crop freſh flow'ry Crowns to grace thy Head. 
Mindful of Helen ſtill, as tender Lambs, 

Not wean'd as yet, when hungry, mind their Dame, 
F'2 We l 
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And prefs the F Wers that riſt as fweer below; 
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We'll firſt low Lotus pluck, and Crowns compoſe, 
And to thy Honour grace the ſhady Bonghs : 
From Silver Boxes fweeteſt Oils ſtialf flow, 


And then inferibe this Line, that all may ſee, 
Pay due Obedience, I am Helen's Tree. 

All Joy, fair Bride, and happy Bridegrocm, Joy, 
Let kind Latone give a lovely Boy; 

Let Venus, Goddeſs Venus, mutual Love, 

And laſting Riches, be beſtow'd by Fove, 

That ſtill they may deſcend, and grace the Throne, 
From a great Father, to a greater Son. 

*leep in each other's Arms, and raiſe Deſire, 
Let ardent Brearhings fan your mutual Fire: 
Hut rife betimes, forget not, we'll return 
When firſt the crowing Cock ſhall wake the Morn ; 
When thro' his feather'd Throat he ſends his Voice, 
©! Hymen, Hymen, at this Feaſt rejoyce. 


444444/e44444/442424. 
IDYLLIUM XIX. 
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on CUPID fung by Bee. 


Hen wanton Love deſign'd to thieve, 
And ſteal the Honey from the Hive, 
An impious Bee his Finger 85 
And thus reveng'd the proffer'd Wrong. 
He blew his Fingers, vex'd with Pain, 
He ſtamp'd and ſtar'd, but all in vain ; 
At laſt, unable to endure, 
To Venus runs, and begs a Cure, 
Complaining that ſo ſlight a Touch, 
And little Thing, ſtould wound fo much. 


* 
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She ſmil'd, and ſaid, how like to thee, - 
My Son, 1s that unlucky Bee ? 
Thy ſelf art ſmall, and yet thy Dart 
Wounds deep, ah! very deep the Heart. 


IDYLLIUM XX 


. þ 
. 


A Shepherd complains of the Coyneſs. of a City-Maid, wha, 
refus d bis proffer'd Kiſ. 


Tu his good-Inemonr'd. Friend Mr. ALEXANDER CRoox, 
of Wadham-College. 


Unica flouted me, ſhe ſcorn'd my Kiſs, 

And when I proffer'd, anſwer d with a Hiſ q, ; 
Be gone, rough Shepherd, thou doſt aſk in vain, , 
I faith I am not us'd to kiſs a Swain ;, _ 
The City Lips IT preſs, and only them; 
Thou ſhould not kiſs me, no, not in a Dream. 
How odd thy Courtſhip ! and how dull thy Jeſt ! 
How langniſhing thy Words! and how expreſt ! - 
How ſoft and ſweet thy Voice! Thy Looks how fair? 
How ſmooth thy Chin! What Curls adorn thy Hair“ 
Thy Lips are broken out, and black thy Hand; 
Thy Smell is rank; be gone, I ſhall be ſtain d. 
This ſaid, then thrice ſhe ſpit, and view'd me round 
From Head to Foot, and mutter'd ſtill, and frown'd ; . 
Sill ſcornfully ſhe look'd, and mighty proud 
Of ler fair Face; ſhe ſneex'd, and laugh'd aloud... 
My Flood. began to boil, my Face was fluſh'd, 
And, like 3 Roſe with Dew v'ercharg'd, I hluſh'd. . 
She left me ſtreight ; but I am vex'd at this, 
That ſhe, proud Shur, mond Aont, when I weuld ki. 

* 2 A 


- ——- 


| 
| 
| 
f 
þ 
| 


66 The TDYLLIUMS 
Am I not hand/ame ? Teil me, ſmiling Swains, 


My ſnowy Forehead two black Eye-brows croſt; 

My Eyes a3 grey as Bella's ſelf could boaſt ; ; 

My Mouth more ſweet than Curds,my Words did flow 
As imecth as Oil, and ſoſt as falling Snow -. 

My Songs are charming, whilft my Flocks do feed 

i blow my Hautboy, Pipe, or Oaten Reed. 

Oft have I ſeen my Lampe forfake their Grafs, 

And liſt' ning by, with filent Wonder gaze; 

And all the Connery Maids my Face eſteem ; 

They kiſs, and beg me I would ftay with them. 
Are theſe ſmall Charms, that ſhe ſhould theſe deſpiſe ? 
But I'm a Shepherd Swain, for that ſhe flies; 

For that the Ciey-Maids refuſe a Kits. 
Well, let them ſcorn, poor Fools, chey handly know 
That beauteous Bacchus fed a Herd below ; 

Or chat fair Yen wanton d with a Swain, 

And fed his Cattel in the Phrygian Plain; 

With ſweet Adonis oft he prov'd the Joy 

In Groves, in Groves ſhe mourn'd the lovely Boy. 
Endymion was a Swain, he kept a Flock, 

And yer for him the Moon her Skies forſook ; 

She ſcorn'd a Septer, and embrac'd a Croat. = 

One Cave held both, with him ſhe 'd Delight, 
Came down, lay by, and kif'd him the Night. 
Ev*n Rhea mourns a Swain, and mighty Fove 

Took Eagle's Wings, and bore a Swain above. 

A Swain this proud Etnica ſoorns alone, 

Better than Venus, Rhea, or the Moon. N 

Lemm, the Fault was yours, you taught her Pride; 
May therefore thine, thy Love be fill denz d. 


May 
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A Diſcourſe of two Fiſher-men upon 4 Dream, 
To Mr. THOMAS DUNSTAR, of Wadham - College. 


TIS Poverty, dear Friend, improves our Arts, 

It teaches Wit, and working Thoughts imparts ; 
For Cares chace Sleep from his labarious Head, 
Who ſwears co earn, before he eats his Bread, | 
It /azy Slumbers o'er his Ep<-lads creep, 
Streight noiſy Canes puſh in, und beeak his Sleep. 
Two good old Fiſhers det, there Red was Sedge, 
Their Roof was Straw, their Walls 2 rotten Hedge, 
And round juſt by lay Baſkets, Hooks, and Lines, 
Their Wiers, ſedgy Nets, their Rods, and Skins, 
Drawn up on ſome old Plank, a tatter'd Boat; 
Their Pillow Stxaw, their Rug 2 ragged Coat ; 
Their Caps hung by, upon # broken Oar ; 
Theſe were their Tackling, and this all their Store. 
Not one ſmall Ft upon their Shelf was laid, 
All uſeleſs ſeem'd, but what concern'd their Trade 
Thus blefs'd they liv'd, and happy in Content, 
Wich their Companions, Poverty and Want, 
No Neigbour near, and ev*ry riſing Tide 
Their Hovel reach d, and ſhook its tott'ring Side. 
From midſt of Heay'n the Hoon view d all below, 
When Dreams of Labour wak'd the ſlee ping two; : 
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Each with his Thumb wip'd Reſt from off his Eyes, 
And ſang, and cheer'd themſelves with theſe Replies. 
A. They lye, dear Friend, that ſay the Night decays 
When Summer comes, and Fove brings langer Days ; 
For I have ſeen a thouſand Dreams to Night, 
Long tedious Dreams, and yet tis far from Light. - 
B. You blame the Summer, but unjuſtly blame, 

The Hours are ſtill forc'd on, their Pace the ſame ; 
But vexing Cares, that in a buſy Throng 

Diſturb your Head, do make Night ſeem ſo long. 
Can you interpret Dreams, Friend, tell me true? 
Tve dreamt fine Things, which I would tell to you; 
For that will eaſe me, and divert my Care, 

As we our Fiſh, ſo we our Dreams will ſhare. 

B. Then tell thy Friend. A. If you remember well, 
We ſupp'd too late, and made a ſparing Meal : 

On yonder ſhelving Rock methought I ſtood, 

And ſtoop'd, intent upon the quiet Flood; 

I ſaw the Fith, my Hook let gently down, 

And ſhook my cheating Bait to draw them on. 

A great One bit, (for Fiſh is ſtill my Theme, 

As Dogs of Bones, fo I of Fiſhes dream) 

I ſtrook, and hung him faſt, I ſaw the Blood, 

The Weight was great, I'm ſure it bent the Rod; 

I ſtrove to reach him, for my Line was weak, 

And, Faith, I fear'd my bending Hook wonld break. 
Doſt prick me, (for he prick d) Pl graſp thee more, 
And ſo ar laſt I drew my Prey to Shore, 

A golden Fiſh, I ſtood amaz'd, and ſear d 

*T was one of Neptune s own. beloved Herd; 

Or one of Sca- green Ampbitrite's Train, 

A nvble Fith, the Treaſure of the Main. 

I loos d him gently, and did ſtrictly look 

That no ſmall Grain ſtuck round the barbed Hook : 
Wirth Cords I drew him, and devoutly ſwore, 

That I would venture out to Sea no more; 

Bur ſtay at Home, and make my ſelf a king. 

At chis I wak'd : Do you adjuſt the Thing. 


Pray 
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Pray tell me what you thiak, for I'm afraid 

Tha: Ham bound.to keep the Oath I made. 

B. Fear not, my Friend, you did not ſwear ; for why, 
You found no Fiſh, a YFifex's luc Lye | 

And therefore go, and draw the uſual 


Seek real Fiſh, nor ftarve wich golden Dreams. 
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IDYLLIUM XII. 


rern d | „ The cru Fair * 
KAnn : 


To Mr. RILY, Painter to bis Majeſty K CHARLES IT. 


N amorows Shepherd lov'd a charming Boy, 

As fair as Thought could frame, or Wiſh enjoy; 
Unlike his Soul, ill-natur'd and unkind, 
An Angel's Body, with a Fury's Mind: 
How great a God Love was, he ſcorn'd to know, 
How ſharp bis Arrows, and how ſtromg his Bow, 
What raging Wounds he ſcatters here below. 
His Talk was rude, and his Addreſs the fame, 
He gave no Comfort to the Shepherd's Flame. 
No cherry Lips, no Roſe his Cheeks did dye, 
No pleaſing Fire did ſparkle in his Eye, 
Where eager Thoughts with fainting Fertue 
No foft Diſcourſe nor Kiſs to caſe his Love; 
But as a Lyon on the Lybian Plain 
Looks on his Hunters, he beheld the Swain; 
His Lips ſtill pouting, and his Eyes unkind, 
His Forehead too was rough, as was his Mind; 
His Colour gone, and ev'ry pleaſing Grace, 
Beſet by Fury, had forſuok his Face; 


Yet 
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Vet mid'ſt his Paſſion, mid' ſt his Frowns he mov'd; 

As theſe were Charms, he was the more below d. 

But when o'ercome, he could endure no more, 

He came and wept before the hated Door,; 

He wept and pin'd, he hung his ſickly Head, 

The Threſhold kiſs d, and thus at laſt he ſaid : 

Ah, cruel Fair l and of a Tygreſꝭ born ! 

Ah, Sony Boy !. compos'd of Frowns and Scorn ! 

Unworthy of my Love, this Rope receive, 

The laft, moſt welcome Preſent I can give. 

I'll never vex thee more, III ceaſe to woe, 

And whither you condemned, freely go, 

Where certain Cures for Love, as Stories tell, 

Where diſmal Shades, and dark Oblivian dwell ; 

Yet did I drink the whole forgetful Stream, 

It would not drown my Love, nor quench my Flame. 

Thy cruel Doors I bid my laſt Adieu, 

Know what will come, and you ſhall find it true, 

The Day i fair, but quickly yields to Shades; 

The Lilly white, but when tis pluck'd, it fades; 

The Violet lovely, bt it withers ſoon; 

Touth's Beauty charming, but tis quickly gone. 

The Time ſhal! come, when you, proud Boy, ſhall prove 

The Heat of Paſſion, and the Rage of Love; 

Then ſhall thy Soul melt thro' thy weeping Eye, 

Whilſt all ſhall ſmile, and you unpity d die. 

Yet grant one Kindnefs, and I aſk no more ; 

When you ſhall ſee me hanging at the Door, 

Do not go proudly by, forbear to ſmile, : 

Bur ſtay, ſweet Boy, and gaze, and weep 2 while; 

Then take me down; and whilſt ſome Tears are the, } 

Thy own ſoft Garment o'er my Body ſpread, 

And grant one Kifs, — one Kiſs, when I am dead. ,. 

Ne'er fear, for you may ſafely grant me this, 

I ſhan't revive, tho* you could love and kiſs. 

Then dig a Grave, there let my-Love be laid ; 

And when you part, ſay thrice, 20 Friend n dend 

Or elſe go farther on, to pleafe my Ghoſt, 

Aud cry, My beſt, my deareſt Friend is loft; FP 
11 
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And on my Monument inſcribe this Rhime, 
The Witneſs of my Love, and of thy Crime; 
This Shepherd dy d for Love, ftay, Stranger, here, 
And weep, cry, he lov'd a cruel Farr. i 
This ſaid, he roll'd a Stone, a mighty Stone, 
Fate lent a Hand behind, and puſh'd it on, 
High by the Wall; on this he panting roſe, 
And ty'd, and fitted well the Heal Nooſe ; 
Then from the Place on which before he ſtood, 
Ae ſlipp'd, and hung the Door's unhappy Load; 
The Boy came forth, and with a ſcornful Mien, 
And ſmiling Look, beheld the tragick Scene. 
Hang there, ſaid he; but O ! bow I deſpiſe 
do baſe, ſo mean a Trophy of my Eyes 
The proudeſt Kings ſhould fall by my Diſdain, 
Too noble to be to upon 4 Swain. 
This ſaid, he turn'd; and as he turn'd his Head, 
His Garments were polluted by the Dead; 
Thence to the Plays, and to the Baths did move, 
The Bath was ſacred to the God of Love; 
For there he ſtood in comely Majeſty, 
Smiles on his Cheeks, and Softneſs in his Eye ; 
That Part of Marble, wrought into his Breaſt 
Ry Power divine, was ſofter than the reſ?, 
To thew how Pity did exactly ſuit 
With Love, and was his darling Attribute. 
The God leap'd forth, and daſh'd the Boy, the Wound 
Let gut his Soul, and as it fled, he groan'd. 
Hail, Lovers, hail, ſee here the Scornful dies 
A jt and acceptable Sacrifice; 
He kind, and Love for mutual Love return, 
to» /*e the Gud takes Vengeance on my Scorn. 
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Hercules in his Cradle kills two Serpents, which Juno ſens 
ro defiroy him, Sec. 


To Mr, WILLIAM LATTON, of Wadham: 
C 


A Lcides ten Months old, à vigorous Child, 

A Alcmena fed, and laid him on a Shield, 

(The Shield from Nrerilu Amplncryon won 

A great auſpicious Cradle for his Son ;) 

With younger Iphicias, of human Race, 

No Part of him was drawn from Fove's Embrace: 

On either Head her tender Hands ſhe laid, 

And with a Mother's Fondneſs, thus ſhe faid ; 

Sleep, ſleep, dear Children, fleep, be free from Pain, 

Reſt well to Night, to Morrow wake again. 

This ſaid, ſhe ſtopp'd, and rock d the ſounding Shield, 

Iphiclus wept, and young Aſcides ſmil'd : 

Sleep ſeiz'd on both. Now Mid-night'sShade came on, 

The flying Bear in Haſte was tumbling down, 

And broad Orion's Shoulder did ap 

Arm'd with his Sword, as chacing ſtill the Bear. 

When wily June, full of envious Hate, 

Drove on two dzeadful Serpents to the Gate, 

She forc'd the Doors, and d the open Way, 

Deſigning young Alcides for their Prey: 

Their ſcaly Trains roll'd o'er the trembling Floor, 

Their fiery Eyes ſhot ſulph'rous Flames before, 

And from their Jaws dropp'd Clods of putrid Gore.) 

When ucar they roll'd, and did the Infants touch, 

E'en Sleep it (elf ſtreĩght fled at their Approach * | 
e 
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The Children wak'd, and, by 7ove's Order, Light 

Shot thro' the gloomy Darkneſs of the Night. 

TIphiclus cry'd as ſoon as he beheld 

The Snakes twift round; and gaping o'er the Shield, 

He kick'd the Cloaths, and toſs'd, for Flight prepar'd, 

As if he meant to ſhun the Fate he fear'd. 

But young Acides ſtretch'd his Infant-hands, 

And graſp'd the rolling Snakes with fatal Bands; 

He ſeiz'd their ſwelling Throats, where ſtotr d by Fate 

Their Poiſon lyes, which een the Gods do hate: 

In that Death dips her Darts, then takes her Rounds, 

And on frail Mortals ſcatters certain Wounds : 

Each twiſted round the Babe a dreadful Fold, 

Bur ſtill he graſp'd, and took the firmer Hold; 

The Babe, not wean'd as yet, in Mind a Man, 

He ſhew*d his Race as ſoon as he began: 

Nc'er in his Nurſe's Arms was heard to cry, 

No Tear &er drop'd from his unwilling Eye. 

At haſt tir d ont, they both extended lay 

The Infant's Spoil, his firſt auſpicious Prey. 

Alcmena's Ears firſt heard the tender Cries, 

She ſtarted firſt, and ſaid, Amphytrion, riſe 3 

Ride, riſe, thy Aid a ſudden Danger calls, 

DT hear how loud the younger Infant bawls ? 

Do'it fee theſe Walls ſhine with unuſual Light ? 

For yet the Morning hath not chac'd the Night ; 

T here's ſome ſtrange Thing, there is, riſe, riſe, my Dear, 

From Danger free thy Babes, thy Wife from Fear. 

She ſpake, Amphytrion roſe, ſuch Haſte he ſhew'd, 

As numble Lightning from a breaking Cloud, 

e ſnatch'd his Sword, which o'er his valiant Head 

Hung always faſten'd to the Cedar Bed; 

A ftrong Belt held it, tough, and neatly made, 

He graſp'd the Sheath, and drew the flaraing Blade ; 

When ſtreight the Light withdrew its wond rous Rays, 

I Darkneſs left him, and in wild Amaza 

Still ſtartled more, Lights, Slaves, Slaves, Lights, he cries, 

L:7hts, Slaves, deep Sleep fat heavy on their Eyes. 
G Lights, 
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Tights, Maids; they heard, and quick as the Command 
A flaming Torch now ſhone in ev'ry Hand ; | 
They all ruſh in, with troubled Haſte they come, 
And buſy Throngs ſtreight fill the crowded Room. 
Bur when they ſaw two Snakes twiſt round the Child, 
They ſhriek d, and wept; the young Alcides ſmil'd, 
Held out the Snakes, pleas'd with the gilded Sight, 
Laugh'd at his own Succeſs, and their Aﬀright ; 

Di ſdain d thoſe Foes that with ſuch Eaſe he flew, 
And at his Father's Feet the Monſters threw. 

Half dead Iphichzs on her tender Breaſt 

Alcmena clapp'd, and lulFd him into Reſt : 

The other Babe on Skins of ſlaughter d Sheep 
Amphytrion laid, and then return d to ſlee p. 

When thrice the Cock had crowd to wake the Sun, 
Alcmena ſtarting from her Bed of Down, | 
Tireſias call'd, from whom Truth always fell, 

Scarce Phabus knew the Mind of Fate ſo well. ; 
She told the Tale, and aid, Thrice reverend Seer; 
Explain the Meaning, I'm prepar'd to hear; 

Nor yet to pleaſure me, conceal the Doom, 

Or bad or good, what Fate hath wave, muſt come. 

Thus ſpake the Queen, and thrice his reverend Head 
Tireſias ſhook, and thus at laſt he ſaid: 

Hail, mighty Queen, the Pride of Perſerss Blood, 
Happy, end Mother of a fuse God. 

The Time ſhall come, as Years bring round the Days, 
When Grecian Maids ſhall fing Alcmene's Praiſe ; 

And as they weave or whirl their Spindle round, 
From ev'ry Tongue Alcmena's Name fhall found, 
The Grecians Goddeſs thou ſhalt grace a Shrine, 

80 Great thy Son ſhall be, and ſo Divine 

A generous Hero ye ſhall mount on high, 

The nobleſt Burthen of the bending Sky: 

To bim all Monſters, and all Men muſt yield, 

The Tyrant's, Scourge, and the Oppreſſed"s S$hielc.. 
Twelve Labours paſs d, he ſhall rhe Skies enjoy, 
When Oeta's Flames have purg'd the baſe Alloy; 
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Be call'd their Son-in-Law, appeaſe their Hate, 
Who rais'd theſe Snakes, and fent them to his Fate. 
Then Wolves ſhall ſee young Fawns approach their Den, 
And let them part unhurt and ſafe again; 
So great a Scourge he ſhall to Monſters prove, 
And ſhed ſuch Influence from his Seat above. 
But, Queen, obſerve, and ler a Pile be made, 
Green Oaks, and Ajh, and Birch, in Order Hail: 
Then cut theſe Snakes, obſerve rhe Time they came 
To eat the Babe, and bun them o'er the Flame. 
Ar Morning-peep forn quench the blazing Woud, 
And ſcatter all the Aſhes o'er the Flood, 
And thence return, but wi:h a ſteddy Pace, 
Nor look behind on the pollzized Place: 
Then let pure Brimſtone purge the Rooms, and ring 
Clear Fountain-warer from the ſweereſt Spring. 
This mix'd with Salt, with blooming Olives crown, 
Spread o er the Floor, and pnrge polluted Ground: 
Then kill a Boar to Jove, that free from Harms 
The Child may live, and Vict'ry crown his Arms. 

This ſaid, he bow'd, and, with a faggering Gate, 
For Years oppreſs d bim, reach'd his Ivory Seat. 
And now the Boy, his Mother's Pride, was grown 
Like riſing Oaks, and thunght Amphytrion's Son: 
In Letters Lins did his Mind enlarge, 
A generous Hero, watchful of his Charge: 
Eumolpus tun d his manly Voice to ſing, 
And taught his Hand to ſtrike rhe tuneful String. 
Erurytws, famous for his vaſt Eſtate, 
To draw the Bow, and fhoot as ſure as Fate; 
To leap, to wreſtle, and to throw the Dart, 
He ſearn'd from Herce Antolycrs's Art, 
Sweet Herme's Son, who when he fought his Foe, 
None dar'd, tho' diſtant, to behold his Brow ; 
Such frightful Fierceneſs did in's Looks appear, 
And ſhot thro? all amaz'd Spectators Fear. 
To drive the Chariot, and with ſteddy Skill 
To turn, and yet not break the bending Wheel, 

G 2 Amphytrion 
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Amphytrion kindly did inſtruct his Son, 

Great in that Art; for he himſelf had won 

Vaſt precious Prizes on the Argive Plains, ö 

And itill the Chariot, which he drove, remains, > 

For n-ught but eating Time could break his Reins. 

To wield his Sword, and to aſſault his Foe, 

Toy uſe his Shield, and ihun the coming Blow, 

To oriler Bartels, and to raiſe their Force, 

Cloſ- Ambuſh lay, «nd lead the furious Hor ſe, 

Stor Caſror taught, when he from Argos fled, 

H. Cn deferted by the Force hie led. 

V ten Theres Arms the fatal Conqueſt won, 

Aud furc'd the weak Alraſtus from his Throne, 

Few of rhe Heroes equall'd him in Fight, 

er trembling Age had put ſtrong Youth to Flights 
1hus grew the Boy his Mother's Care and Pride; 

His Bed was rais'd by his great Father's Side, 

S Spread with a Lyon's Skin, whoſe Jaws ailright 
| ze weaker Yourhs, but were this Boy's Delight. 

Vin young, he often would unſheath their Paws, 

And uſe his render Hands to break their Jaws; 

And when one Tooth was broke, with Smiles would 
mect, 

And catt his Trophies at his Mother's Feet. 

Eis Food was roaſted Fleih, his Loaf was great, 

As large as e en a labouring Swain could eat: 

A ſparing Meal, and unprepar'd at Night, 

His Cloaths — made for Covering, not Delight. 

Thus hardly bred, the mighty Hero grew 

Vell fitted for che Wonders he muſt do. 


Imterfect in the Creek. 
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IDYLLIUM XXIV. 


prrofeadratoatrabtoateirxeaiietistiontgetintiiete 
A Dialogue between Daphnis and 4 She pherdeſs. 

D THOMAS POWEL, of Wadham-College, Eſq; 

D. 


is a Herds-man Helen ſtole, tis ſaid, 
And ſhe that hid me, is as fair a Maid. 
S. Pride not thy ſelf, what empty Thing's a Kiſs ! 

D. And yet that empty Thing is fall of Bliſs. 

S. I waih my Mouth, and thus thy Kiſs diſdain. 

D. Duſt waſh, my Dear? then come, let's &if5 again. 
S. Swain, thou ſhould&ſt vii thy Heifer, not a Maid. 
D. Don't ſcorn, thy Vouth, like Dreams, will quickly fade. 
S. The Grapes to Raiſins turning ſtill are priz d; 
Nor is the Roſe, tho wirher d, ſoon deſpis d. 

D. Come to theſe Shades, I've Tales ne er told before. 
S. Once your ſweet Tongue deceĩiv d, I'll truſt no more. 
D. Go with me to thoſe Elms, and hear my Flute. 

S. Pipe by thy ſelf, 1 hate ſo harſh a Note. 

D. Let Fear of Venus Anger ſeize thy Mind. 

S. A Fig ſor Fenus, if Diana's kind. 

D. Ah, ſpeak not thus, left ſhe ſhould fix her Chain, 
The Nooſe is ſtroag, and you may ſtrive in n. 
§. Aye, let her do't, I live Diana's Care, 

And the ſhall quickly free me from her Snaie; 5 
Iiands oft, rude Swain, I vow Ill tcratch, forbear. 
V. Tou muſt not ſca pe, no Maid e'er ſcap'dLove' Stroke. 
S. III ſeape, by Pan, bur thon ſhalt bear his Yoke. 

D. To meaner Swains, I fear, you will be Kind. 


oe * 
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Iny have wood, noue yet Cer pleas d my Mind. 
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D. And I am one that woo, and would obtain. 

S. What ſhall I do? Marriage is full of Pain. 

D. Not Grief and Pain, but Joy attends the Bed. 

S. Sure I have heard that Wives their Huſbands dread. 
D. No, no, they rule, for what ſhould Women fear I 
S. Child-birth is hard, and I'm afraid to bear. 

D. No Fear, o'er that thy own Diana reigns, 

And gives a ſpeedy Eaſe to Mother's Pains. 

S. Yet I'm afraid, ſhuuld many Births prevail, 

My Beauty fades, and then your Love may fail. 

D. Yet ſhou!d you bear fine Boys, a happy Wife! 
How would you look into a future Life! 

S. But come, what Joynture, Swain, if I ſhould yield? 
D. My Flocks, my Herds, niy Woods, and all my Field. 
>. Swear then, leſt when enjoy'd, you falſe ſhould prove. 
D. Never, by Pan, if you'll conſent to love. 

>. Will you a Bed, a Houſe, and Meat provide ? 

D. All this ſhall be the Dowry of my Bride ; 

Look, all theſe Flocks are mine, III ſtill be true, 
Aud promiſe you no more than I can do. 

S. What ſhall I fay, when my old Friends ſhall blame ? 
D.They'Il like the Marriage, when they hear my Name. 
Then tell thy Nane; for Names do often pleaſ*. 
D. Daphnis, my Father's Joy, and Mother's Eaſe: 
His Name is Lycidas, the noble Swain; 

Eer's Neme, once the Beauty of the Plain. 

S. Thy Race is noble, but yet mine's as good. | 
D. Burt no Ways better; for in yonder Wood 
Menalcus lives, the Fountain of thy Blood. 

S. Shew meth y Grove, and where thy Sheep-coat Iycs 
D. "Theſe are my Trees, look how my Cyprels rite. 
S. Feed Goats, whilſt I attend the Herd-man's Love. 
D. Feed Bulls, I go to ſhew the Maid my Grove. 

S. Rude Swain, what means your Hand upon my Breaſt ? 
D. The Cluſter's ripe, and ſuing to be preſs d. 

Thoſe I mult pluck; oh! with what Heat they move! 
And how they riſe at cry Touch of Love ! 

S. I quake, pull out your Hand, rude Swain, forbear. 
D. Cheer up, no Harm, how timerous is my * 
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S. Tis dirty, ah! look there, twill ſtain my Gown, 
And tell my jealous Friends what I have done, 
D. T'11 ſpread my Jerkin, tis a ſcurvy Place, 
But I'm content to pay for the Embrace. 
S. Forbear, we ſhall be caught, I hear a Noiſe. 
D. *Tis nought but Trees that murmur at our Joys, 
S. You tear my Coat, ah me ! I am undone. / 
D. I'II buy a finer, and a better Gown. 
J. You promiſe all Things now; but when enjoy d, 
What wilt thou give? Love's gone when Luſt is cloy d- 
You will deceive, yore Men are all Deceit. 
And we ſo willing to believe the Cheat. 
D. O! could I give my Soul, what Oaths can do, 
III bind; I muſt, I cannot but be true 
S. I yield, forgive, Diana, O! forgive, 
I liv'd thy Votary, but no more can live. 
D. Pleagd! raviſhd ! OL PH kill in yonder Crove 
A Steer to Jens, and a Bull to Love. | 
S. I'm Woman grown, who was a. Maid before. 
D. A teeming Woman, and a Maid no more. 
Thus murmuring, they did their ſoft Heats improve, 
And went, and knew the Myſtery of Love. 
She roſe, and ſmil'd, and baniſÞ'd Modeſty, 
Regain'd her Seat, and fare upon her Eye; 
Vet ſecret Pleaſure thro” her Looks appear d, 
And joyful Daphni went, and fed his Herd. 
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IDYLLIUM XV. 
PI RP UFO Yr UP VF EF IPO 


AM ſhort Account of the Death of Penthens, the Theban 
King, whom his Mother and Annts tore in Pieces fon 
diſturbing the Solemnities of Bacchus. 


To Dr. DRING of Wadham-Callege, 


N 0, the fierce Artonoe, and the fair 

Aan, three Thyrſ# to the Hills did bear, 
In Number three; they plack'd wild Oaks and Bays, 
And in plain Fields did twelve green Altars raiſe ; 
With Ivy ſhaded, and adorn'd with Vine, 
Fair Semele had three, and Bacehas nine; 
Bacchus, the Womens God, and Mens Delight, 
Theſe take at Day, and thoſe recerve at Night. 
From Baſkets then thoſe ſacred Gifts they made, 
They gladly took, and on the Altar laid 
Myſterious Gifts, to pleaſe the wond'rons God, 
And honour him the Way that he had ſhow'd. 
Young Penthers lay in ſhady Hills conceal d, 
And from the Rock the wond' rot Rites beheld; 
Autonoe ſpy' d him firſt, and cry'd aloud, 
See there the great Contemner of the God ; 
And out ſhe ran, and as ſhe went, 0'erthrery 
The ſacred Rites, which no Profane niuſt view, 
She firſt grew mad, then all the reſt were fir d, 
Their Fury roſe as high as Rage inſpir'd. 
Young Pentheus fled, when he their Madneſs view d, 
They ruck'd their Coats, and eagerly perſu'd. 
He cry d, What mean the Women * Oh ! forbear. 
Wretch, you foall feel; they anfwer'd, eder you bear, 
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His Mother ſeiz'd, and ſnatch'd his Head away, 
And like a 'Tygreſs grumbl'd o'er her Prey; 

Ino ſramp'd on his Breaſt, his Arm ſhe tore, 

And fierce Autonce reek'd with Royal Gore; 
Others ſeiz'd other Limbs, each ſnatch'd a Part, 
And ev'ry Hand reach'd forward to his Heart. 
This done, they ſhouted, and ran madly down, 
And bore the bad) Trophies to the Town, 
Deferv'd ; Let none his mighty Pow'r offend, 
Left greater Miſchiefs, and vaſt Pains attend; 
Let me be good, let me the Juſt approve, 

For this is plealing, and the Care of Fove - 

For piovs Fathers on their Sons derive 

Sure Bleſſings, which the Impiores cannot give; 
They live themſelves ſtill vex'd with ſharp Remorſe, 
And leave à long hereditary Curſe. 

Hail, Bacchus, bail, whom ſnatch'd from Deſtiny 
Great Fove ſecur'd, and foſter'd in his Thigh. 
Hail, Semele, and all his Siſters, hail, 

Whoſe Fame reſounds thro? ev'ry Grecian Vale. 
Their Act was juſt, that did reward the Sin, 
They ſhew'd the Pot'ry, and put off the Kin. 
Take Heed, Profane, by this Example ſhow'd, 
For what the Gods inſpire, muſt needs be good. 
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IDYLLIUM XVI. 


EEALIAAL IAA SHARE | ASE IA IE 


Advice to a Friend to be conſtant in his Love. 
1 CHARLES VINER, of Wadham-College, Esa; 
Ine, Friend, and Truth, the Proverb ſays, agree, 


And now I'm heated, take this Truth from - 3 
; 8 
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The Secrets that lay deep, and hid before, 

Now rais'd by Wine, ſwim up, and bubble o'er 3 
Then take this riſing Truth, I can't controul, 

Thor do'ft not love me, Tonth, with all thy Soul. 

I know it, for this half of Life I boaſt, 

I have from you, the other half is loſt. 

Whene'er you ſmile, I rival Gods above, 

Grown perfect, and exalted by thy Love; 

Hut when you frown, and when Diſlike you ſhow, 
I ſink to Hell, more curs'd than all below; 

Yer how can this with common Senſe agree 

To torture one that loves, and dies for thee ? 

But, Tenth, could my Advice thy Thoughts engage, 
Mine, who have learn'd Experience by my Aye ; 
The Couuſel's goed, and when a num'rous Store 

Of Bleſhngs crown thee, thon wilt praiſe me more. 
On one Tree build one Neſt, and biltld it ſtrong, 
Where no fiexce Snake can creep, and feize thy Youngs 
Now here you ſtand, and ſuddenly are gone, 

You leap from Bongh to Bough, and fix on none. 
If any views thy Beauty, and commends, 

You ſtreight enrol him midſt your ancient Friends; 
Vhilſt al your old Acquatntance laid afide ; 

Dear Towuth, this ſmells of Vanity and Pride. 

Love one, your Equal, love whilſt Life remains, 
This pleaſes all, and Commendation gains; 

Ny this your Paſhon will but light appear, 

Which conquers all, and all are forc'd to bear. 
Love ſeizes all, and doth all Minds controul; 

It melts the ſtubborn Temper of my Soul. 

But O! I muſt embrace, Dear, grant one Kiſs, 
And thus reward, and practiſe my Advice. 


IDYLLIUM 


Of THEOCRITVUs. 83 


eee 
IDYLLIUM Xun. 
The Boar that till Adonis, is bronght before Venus. 


To WILLIAM KENRICK, of Wadham-College, Eſz 


Hen Venus ſaw Adonis dead, 

His Cheeks all pale, and Beauty fled ; 
His Hair grown ſtiff with clotted Gore, 
And now to be belov'd no more; 

She bad her Cupids trace the Grove, 

And bring the Boar that kill'd her Love. 
They, quick as the Command, ran o'er 
The Wood, and found the hated Boar ; 
They ſeia d, and bound, ſtrong Cords they twin'd, 
Some drew before, ſome drove behind; 
One twirl'd his Tail to make him go, 
Another laſh'd him with bis Bow. 

The fearful Beaſt went trembling on, 

As conſcious of the Deed he d done; 

His hanging Looks his Guilt betray d, 

Of Yenus Fury much afraid. 

When come, her Rage theſe Words expreft, 
Thou vileſt Monſter of a Beaſt, 

Were theſe the crael Tufks did tear? 

Vaſt thou the Ruin of my Dear ? 

The Boar reply d, By thee, thy Love; 

By all that's kind, and apt to move ; 

+y what I ſuffer, by theſe Chains, 

And theſe that drive me to my Pains, 
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I ne'er had a Deſign to kill 

Thy Fair, it was againſt my Will: 
But when I ſaw his naked Thigh, 

As white as poliſh'd Ivory, 

How did my Flame and Fur) rife ! 
How was I fr'd at the Surprize ! 

At laſt, unable to reſiſt, 

Ah, me! too furiouſly I kiſt ; 

And this the Boy's Deſtruction brought, 
And Love betray d me to a Fault. 

Theſe Trsks deſtroy, and puniſh theſe, 
The curs'd Diſturbers of thy Eaſe; 

For why ſhould I have Leave to prove 
Theſe Treks, that have no Uſe in Love? 
Or, if the Crime demands no leſs, 
Theſe Lips I offer to appeaſe. 

Theſe Words, ſo movingly expreſr, 
Calm'd all the Fury of her Breaſt ; 

She toon forgave, releas d her Foe, 
And bad her Crpids let him go; 

But he neer ſought the Woods again, 
But ſraid attending on her Train, 

Aud to tue Funeral Pile he came, 

And burnt his Tuſks in the devouring Flame, 
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IDYLLIUM XXVII. 
re 
He preſents a Diſt aff to Theeugnis his Friend, Nicias's Wife, 
To Mr. CHARLES WHITEING, of Wadham-College, 
522 thou greateſt Gift on Man beſtoxw'd, 


By lalr Minerva, as the chieſeſt Good, 
Whom 


8 - 


Of Tnxocxirus. 
Whom wiſe and thrifty Wemes ſtill retain, 

And raiſe their Husband*s Fortune by their Pain; 
Retire with me to Nilen's benuteous Town, * 


95 


And beg of mighty Fove a proſp'rous Wind: 

For my dear Friend and ſelf my Pray'rs employ'd, 
Wiſh to enjoy, and be by Turns enjoy'd. 
Nicias, im whom the ſweet-tongu'd Graces reſt, 

Learning it ſelf is ſeated in his Breaff ; 

There thow, of poliftf'd Fry fram'd, fhalt prove 

A grateful Preſent to his deareſt Love': 

From thee ſhall all her Huſband's Veſts be ſpun ; 
From thee ſhe'll often draw a flow'ry Gown ; 

For Lambs do looſe their Fleeces twice a Year, 

To fill her Baſkets, and be wrought by her. 

So painful is Theetegnis, what the wiſe 

And thrifty Matrons value, ſhe will prize : 

Nor would I ſend thee to an idle Place, 

Thou Product of our Country, and our Grace; 

For thou wer't made where Walls ſtout Archias fram d, 
The Pride of Sicily, for Valonr famd. 
Now thou ſhalt viſit him, whoſe won@rons Skill 
Can fave the Men that Fate defigns to kill; 

Whoſe Herbs can ſoon reſtore a Life when loſt, 
And by his Art bring back the flying Ghoſt ; 

That fair Theevgnis may by all be known 
To have the neateſt Diſtaff in the Town; 

And ſtill of me, her Friend, kind i 

Of me, the chiefeſt Darling of the Muſe. HE. 
There ſome ſhall ſee thee, and theſe Words repeat, 
The Preſent s ſmall, but yet the Kindneſs great; 
The Giver's Love doth little Gifts commend, 

And ev'ry Thing is valu'd from 2 Frieng. 
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Hercules go meets 4 Herds- 
aiks — le which 4 Str m_ 
ceives — — 22 te the King 


and hiz. Sen Phyleus, wha were then 


thoſe be is. invited to the Tawn, nl in 2 
Phyleus how he had kill d the Nemean, Len, 


"To Mr. THOMAS PIGGQOT, of Wadhbam-Callege. 
Imperfeft in the Greek. 


AT from his lah ring Hand, 
He threw his Work, thus anſwer'd his De mand. 
I'll ghd — — 

This ; = — Moxexry requires 

For he, of all the Gods, e f d, 

When we deny à Sram what is juit. 

Look, Strangeyy. al] the num rous Hezds around, 
With which the fit d and 2 
Xing Ami avwens ; Oer thauſand Bains they ſpread, 


In diff rent Meads, and variom Paſtuses fed; 
re * 


en 


Tho num rous, Koa and — 
And here freſh, Graſs ſtill cloths _— — in; 
he Rlades, as ſoon as cro ar 
dar Springs cut thro the P, and dera and feed the Graſs, 
All fit to fatten Oxen, and increaſe, = 
7 


| Of TAROCKITUS: & 
Look, on thy right Hand, far beyond the Flood, 
— berween the ſhady Wood, q 
© Next, where high Planer, and wherezvild 0/rves grow, 
Apells's Shrine, to whom the Herds-men bow, 
And own the greateſt Deiry below. 
Next are the Farmers Stalls, whoſe Labours bring 
Whole Streams of Gain, and much enrich the King; 
For thrice they plough, thrice ſow the reeming Soil, 
Which ſtill invites, and ſtill rewards their Toil. 
Many large Vineyards plant, his Vines they dreſ:, 
And ſweaty Autumn treads the flowing Preſs ; 
For all theſe Gardens, Fields, and Plains around, 
Till yonder watry Hille, the Compaſs bound, 
King Angie owns, and here all Day we bear 
The Heat and Cold, and urge the weighry Share. 
Bur, Sir, (for I no common Aid may prove) 
What Bus neſs led you to this happy Grove? 
Would you the King, or any Servant ſee, 
I can direct you, you ſhall learn from me; 
For ſure you ſeem, if well I mark your Face, 
Great in your ſelf, and noble in your Race. 
How brave you look ! and what = Port you bear! 
So look the Sons of Gods when they appear. 
This fatd, he bow'd, and Fove's ſtout Son reply d, 
Swain, gen'rous, free from Savageneſs or Pri 
I ſeek rhe King whom all theſe Realms obey ; 
Bus'nefs with him firſt drew my Feet this Way. 
If 'midſt his Subjects now he the Town, 
Diſpenfing Juſtice from his Throne, 
Give me a Swain to guide, a Maſter Swain, } 


Who, when I aſk, can anſwer me again; 
For Man is made to be 4 Help to Man. 

Thus ſpake Alcides, thus the Swain reply:d, 
Sir, all the Way ſome God your Feet guide; 
So luckily Things happen, fo conſpire 
To pleaſe your Mind, and anſwer your Defice. 
Laſt Night King Angie, and his valiant Son, 
You ug Phylews, left —— of the Town; 

2 


They 
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They came to ſpend ſome Days midſt peaceful Swain, 
And view their vnd ron Riches on the Plains. | 
This Pains ſome Princes take, they leave their Eaſe, * 
For when they watch themſelves, their Stores increaſe. 
When with Heav*n's Providence they join their own, 
A double Guard ſecures their ſafer Throne. 
Hut come, let's go, and both the Prince attend 
In yonder Stall, he'll love fo great a Friend. 

This faid, he haſten'd to conduct his Gueſt, 
His Wonder ſtill at ev'ry Step increaſt; 


His Lyon's Skin, vaſt Club, his Mein and Face, 


Scill heighren'd, ſtill he wonder'd what he was; 

Oft he would afk, but yet as oft repreſt 

The riſing Queſtion in his troubled-Breaſt, 

1c ir ſhould ſeem too rude, and ill-deſign'd ; 

For, O! *tis hard to know another's Mind. 

u bilſt yet far off, the faithful Maſtiſi knew 

The Noiſe and Smell of both, and out they flew ; 
From ev*ry Part they at the Hero run 

dich open Mourhs, reſolv'd to tear him down; 

Eur round the Swain theywagg'd theirTails,and play d, 
Aud in hoarſe Murmurs ſavage Joy betray'd. 

He ſtoop'd to take up Stones, they ſtop'd their Noiſe, 
He ſpoke, they fear'd the Thunder of his Voice : 

All flent fled, but yet the Swain was glad 

To ſee his Maſtiff's Care, and thus he ſaid, 

V hat uſeful Creatures are theſe Dogs to Man! 

How full of Care! how uſeful to a Swain ! 

Had they but Reaſon to know whom to tear, 

And whom to love, what Creature could compare } 
But now they're brutiſh, then he cry'd, Be gone, 


. #ach took his Stall, and lay in Quiet down. 


Now down the he, with a deſcending Ray, 
Pright Phabas drove, and bore declining Day. 
Now Shades drew on, and full of Milk and Food, 
The Sheep came Home, and lay and chew'd the Cud, 
Next theſe, the Cows aud Oxen filFd the Plain, 


As „ 


— — 


Of Tazocairvs. 89 


When watry Winds bring their Treaſures forth; 
Or when they re handed by the ſtormy North, 
No Man can count them, for fo faſt they rift, 
And follow one another thro? the Skies; 
Still new and new the driving Tempeſt brings, 

And bears vaſt Burthens on his weary Wings. 
Theſe Herde = Herds-man drove; the Fields and Road 
Were fill'd, the Vallies ſoumnded when they low d. 
And Sheep Ky *« er the 3 
Tuo thouſand Slaves ſtohd round of ry Kind, 
None wanted Work, all had their Taſks amg d. 
One ſhackled f Cows, and whilſt they flood 
He milk'd, and- the largeſt Pail o'erflow'd. 
One let the Calves to flick, they foon were filFd 
With ſweeteſt Milk, fueh Stores the Cows did yield. 
Some bore the Pails, and forme did run the Cheeſe 
Hot from the Cow; ſomerais'd the Wring to ſqueeze ; 
And ſome the apart from Heifers drove, 

They turn'd and bellow'd, eager on their Love. 

The Mig hinftlf went round to ev'ry | 

To fee what Calves his Servants Care had rear d; 
And whil theo? his vaſt Stores he trac'd the Plain, 
His Son and great Aleides made his Train. 
lere, the or e Soul great Shews a, 
Was conſtant, fix'd, too brave to be ſurptix d; 
Yet now, at laſt, his Wonder rofe to view 
such aum v Herds, and ſcarce could think twastrne, 
That one ſueh Stores ſhould have, which could fuffice 
Ten Kings, and fill ceparions Avarice: 
Bur this was a peculiar Favour ſhown, 

A Bleſſing ſent by abi on his Son; 
His Cattle ſtill muſt theive, his Herds be blefs'd, 
And Heav'n ſecur'd whate'er the Ning poſſefs'd: 
His Cows ne ex caft their Calves, and no Difeafe, 
The Herds-man's Plague, was Cer allow'd ro ſrize. 
rom Year to Year the nur rons Herd 10creaft, 

New Calves were reur d, and fill the laſt were bett. 
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Three hundred Bulls, turn'd Horns grace ev'ry Head, 
Their Legs were White, with theſe two hundred Red ; 
All leap'd the Cows, begot a num rous Race, 75 
And ſoon ſupply'd frail Nature's Chance-decays. 
Apart from theſe, twelve mighty Bulls did run, 
88 as Snow, and ſacred to the Sun; 

ach with his Shape might tempt the Thrias Queen, 
They fed, were pleas'd, and — o'er the Green 3 
And when fierce Lyons from the. Woods appear'd, 
They turn'd to fight; and ſtill ſecur'd the Herd; 
They bellow'd loyd, they tore the trembling Ground, 
And with bent Fore-heads, aĩim'd a double Wound. 
Midſt theſe, one Bull did far excel the reſt, 
Call'd Phaeton, a ſtout and mighty Beaſt. 
This Name the Herds-man gave, deduc'd from Light, 
For his quick Courage, and his Strength in Fight; 
He all excell'd, was ſtately, valiant, fair, 
As much as Phaeton the meaneſt Star. 
The Lyon's Skin that o'er the Hero ſpread, 
As ſoon as firſt he ſaw, he bent his Head, 
And ran to puſh, he quickly ſhunn'd the W 
His left Horn graſp'd, and pull'd him to the Ground; 
In vain he ſtrove, in vain be ſpurn'd the Sand, 
With douLled Strength the Hero fix d his Hand; 
Then urg d his Breaſt, and forc'd the Bull to rear 
On high, and held him beating in the Air. 
The King, his valiant Sen, and all the Plain 
Adrair his Strength, and thought him more than Man. 
The Prince and Hero, now dark Shades grew on, 
The Meadows left, and haſten d to the Town. 
They took a Path, which, from the diſtant Stall, 
Thro' Vineyards led, and thro' a pleaſing Vale; 
Tas little beaten, thro' a ſhady Grove, 
A ſoft and cool Retreat for happy. Love; 
No heavy Clowus came there, whoſe weighty Tread 
Might ſpoil the Verdure of the Graſſy Bed; 
And as they walk'd with a Majeſtick Look, 
Young Phylens rurn'd his Head, and thus he ſpoke : 

| * Tr Sir, 


— 


O TuzociiTVs. 
Styx, if 1 aright, OE 
- ard eng Brees the” moe — 1 your Name; 


And how he came to the Nemean Wood.; | 

For did you ſeek it, you would ſeek in vain 

For ſuch a Monſter on the Grecian Plain; 

She breeds no ſuch,” the Bear, the Wolf, and Boar, 
Uulucky Beafts ſhe breeds, and breeds no more: 
Hence ſome admire, and ſome the Tale accuſe, 

As if contriv'd to pleaſe, and to amuſe. 

This ſaid, he bow'd, and ſtepy'd aſide to ſhew 
The Path was large, and wide enough for two; 
He begg'd the Hero to advance more near, 
That they might fpeak with greater Eaſe, and hear: 
He ſoon came forward; and whilſt Side by Side 
They walk'd, he to his Queſtion thus reply d. 

Brave % Son, whate er the Prince bath ſaid, 
Is right, his Conjecture duly weigh d; 

Yer I'll inform you how the Monſter fell, 
And when it came ; for very few can tell ; 
ut moſt imagine, twas defagn'dly ſent 
To prove the baſe Pheroneans Puniſhment, 


Neglect 
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, Hike a bade Nd, 


Impos d, and hop's ro foe nov — Prey 


: my 
I look'd around, aad try'd, prepar d for Fight, 
To 'ſpp the Buaft, and tale Advantage of the Sighe. 
Twas Mid-day now, and yer fo Beaſt appear d, 
No Track was feen, nor any Roaring heard ; 
No Herds-man Swain, char might his Den declare, 
All lay at Home aba d up with ſlaviſh Pear: 
But ſtill I trac'd the Groves, thro? Woods I preſs d, 
Reſolv'& as laſt to find and fight the Beoff ; 
For ev'ry Ev ning glueted with rhe Blood 
Of flanghter'd N, he rook the ſhady Wood; 
His Mane was Riff with _ 1 Beard 
His —— lick d, wich Foam beſmear d. 

md 2 Thicket I impatient lay, 

And wiſh'd each ute was the Cloſe of Day, 
That I might fee him. —— Lo, at laſt he came 
In Look as dreadfal as he was in Fame. 
I drew my Bow, and ſhot, the String did found, 
And Death ſtood veady to attend the Wound; 
Bur from his Side the Shaft rebounding fell, 
And prov'd the harden'd Beaſt was arm'd too well. 
The Hos ron d, he rais'd his furious Head, 
Aud look'd to ſee from whence the Arrow fled ; 


His flaming Eyes nt Fire, unſbesth d his Paws, 
He gap'd, and Teerh lenk d dreafiful 1 
I knock;d anether Arrow, "drew 


ain, 

Enrag d to ſee'the fuer thot in-vaire; 
The Breaſt it ſtruck, where Life maintains her Scat, 
And labonring Lungs ftil} fan the vital Heat; 
But that in vain did from his Breeff rebound, 
And rais'd his but it gave no Wound. 
A third I drew; but ere I aim'd 
The Beaſt perceiv'd me, and 1 
His Tail twirl d round, his Neck was ſwoln with Rage, 
And ev'ry Limb ſeem d eager to engage; 
His Mane ſtood up, his fiery Eyes did glow, 
And crooked Back was bent 1nto a Bow. 
2 ———— 
Or Elm, and bathe it in t 
To make a Wheel, at firlt it bends, +. pred 
And then at once leaps from their graſping Hands; 
So leap'd. the Beaſt at —_ — 
He made, grown eager, and reſoly'd teſſeize. 
But I receiv'd him, in my Left I held 
My Dazts, and a thick Garment was my Shield, 
My Right did wield my Club, — — a Blow, 
As be was hea forward, at his Brow, 

54 
It brake, the Lyon Ggh'd in ballow Groans ; 
Some retix d, as if all Senſe was fled, 
And with ſhaking Legs, and dizzy Head; 
Miſts ſeiz'd his Eyes, and an amazing Pain 
_ Ran thro? Senn 
nn I obſerv'd, and now — 1 

I threw — 4 — — 
And ſeiz d hia Neak; had whit hi ins ond 


My Gripes 


On's Feet I trod, FEES 


With mine, he ſpurn'Sin vain, RODS 35 1d. 


— 8 — —— 
* 


— — 
* 


— 


To be my ſtroag 
Thus fell the 


IDYLLIUM XXX. 
tet ee (ES Foe: 


The Fight berwem Amyous and Pollux. This Amycus 
being excellently well d at H, , made a De- 
cree, that whatever Stranger cine into bis Connery, 
ſhould fig with him; afver be had flain « great mary, 
Pal lux at {aft eve. him. 


T» My. ROBERT Dori x, of WadhamCollege, 
Air L and mighty n 4 
F S Glories of the — X 


None tofs their Whirlebats with ſo beave a Force, 
None guide ſh well the Fury of their Horſe; 


Wak webled Songs I fing the glorious Two, 
The great ws and Helps of Man below; 
When midſt ve Wars ſwift Dangers preſs, 


Or ſtormy Stars ſend Tewpeſts o'er the Seas, They 


D 


Let them you — 
8 — = 
The CR and — — 

a ſmooth I oer all the 
Bright Stars — — he Dep 
Preſage good 
Great Helps to Man, 
Both skill d in Singing, in Fight. 
But Maſe, whoſe Praiſes mu#t 1 firſt rehearſe ? 
tn 27s wth tag ——ů — 

d the 
And — 2 mich ae Oars, 
The touch'd by proſperous Pate, 
The Sons of 2 — 
And there they landed. When they came to land, 
— — 2 9 
Some dteſ d their Meat upon the naked Sand. 
Caſtor and Nur, weary of the Floods, 
Left all their Mates, and trac'd the ſhady Woods ; 
Andas they gaz'd, — — 
They faw a Spring rowl'on 2 pn 
Like Silver pure, 22 — 
By Nature wade, and not — . 2 
Small Fountains flow d, and bubbled o'er the Graſs, 
As clear as Cryſtal, and as ſmoogh as Gf. 
Tall Firs, and Planes, and —_— 
Defending from the the Beams 
The Banks were crown'd with Flowers, which Nature 
brings 


For Bees, and to embalm the dying Springs, 


By 


1 


5 


5 
3 
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BE 


Be grac'd with Gifts, and. treated as a Friend.) 
A Talk not of Preſents thus, thy Gifts I ſcorn, 
Nor have I any ready to return. 
F. May I not taſte the Streams that idly flow? 
A If Thirſt hath corch'd thy Bowels, thou ſhalt know. 
P. Here's Gold, Fll give you any Price to gain. 
A. Then you mult fight a ſingle Man to Man; 
Set Foot to Foot, and ſteddy Eyes advance. 
And uſe your greateſt Ski nor truſt to Ci . 
P. Whom muſt 1 fight with ? Muſt I beat the Air? 
A Thy Match is ready, and thy Equal near. 
P. And what's the Prize? What muſt the Conqueror have ? 
£ The conquer di Sir, ſhall be the Conqueror's Slave. 
P. This is Cochs Sport, not fit for generous Men, 
Where the dull Daſtard leaves the cackling _ 
We | Or 
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A1 Or Cocks, or Lyons, I'm refolv'd on this; 
i than my ſelf can ſtake no worthier Prize. 
This ſaid, Anycus did his Trumpet ſound, 

The Vallies rung, and eccho'd all around, 

Thro' every diſtant Field the Noiſe was heard, 
And Crowds of ſtout Bebrycians ſoon appear'd : 
Whilſt from the Ship the thronging Heroes preſs, 
To view the Fight, and judge of the Succeſs; 
Wow were their H hirl hats bound, rough Thongs em- 

brac'd 

Their knotty Arms, and ty'd their Weapons faſt : 
Our they advanc'd, and each with Fury ſhook; 
They breath'd Defiance, Terror in their Look. 
Here was a noble Strife of Art begun, 

Who on his Back ſhould gain the ſetting Sun; 
And Pllux gain'd it, the deſcending Rays 

Shone full in mighty Amycus's Face. 

Enrag'd at this, his headlong Fury roſe, 

And he ruſlf'd on, and doubled all his Blows ; 

Buc Pollux ſous d his Cheek, it flow'd with Gore, 
He ſaw his Blood, and then he rag'd the more. 
The Fight grew hotter, Itke a mighty Oak 

He backward bent to take the greater Stroke; 
Shours the Bebryctans gave, and rais'd his Heat; 
The Heroes cheer'd ſtout Pollrex with as great; 

For they all teas Gd, left torc'd to narrow Streights, 
P:llux thould fall beneath rhe threaten'd Weights. 
But he, with dext'rous Skill, and watchful Arr, 
Still unn'd the Strokes, tecure on ev'ry Part; 
He ply'd him hard; and did his Force contraul ; 
Tho great his Courage, furious was his Soul. 
Doz'd with the Strokes, the nodding Hero ſtood, 
And trom his Mouth flow'd Streams of clotred Blood. 
The Grecians thoured, when they view'd the Blows, 
And ſaw his broken Cheeks and barter'a Noise; 

His F.yes contracted in his tweilling Face, 


And by their Shoutinge, doubled the Ditgrace. l 
The Prince ſtill eager preſs d he ply d him hard, | 
And with tails Stroke: ſou Veat him from h is Guard ; 


} * 


— 1 
. 


P' Your Anfwer 3 10 2. your 

A. What's that? Sir, as you te me, ſuch I am. 
But what have you ta do to tread theſe 

Did Cer I come to trouble you on yours? 
 B--Six, o 

Be grac'd with. Gifts, and treated as a Fri 

+ IR, y Gifts I ſcorn, 
have I any ready to return. | 


P. Here's Gold, FI give you any Price to gain. 
4 Then you maſt fight a fingle Man to Man; 


£ Thy Match is ready, and thy . 

F. And what's the Priae? What muſt the Cangueror have? 
£. The conguer l, Sir, mall be the Conquerer's Slave. 

P. This is CocF's Sport, not fit for generous Men, 

Where che Jul} Daitard leaves the cackling * | 
_ Or 


* 
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A Or Cocks, or Lyons, I'm refolv'd on this; 
I than my ſelf can ſtake no worthier Prize. 
This ſaid, Anycus did his Trumpet ſound, 
The Vallies rung, and eccho'd all around, 
Thro' every diſtant Field the Noiſe was heard, 
And Crowds of ſtout Bebrycians ſoon appear'd : 
Whilſt from the Ship the thronging Heroes preſs, 
To view the Fight, and judge of the Succeſs; 
Now were their V hirlbats bound, rough Thongs em- 
brac'd 
Their knotty Arms, and ty'd their Weapons faſt : 
Out they advanc'd, and each with Fury ſhook ; 
They breath'd Defiance, Terror in their Look. 
Here was a noble Strife of Art begun, 
Who on his Back ſhould gain the ſetting Sun ; 
And Pollex gain'd it, the deſcending Rays 
Shone full in mighty Amycrs's Face. 
Enrag'd at this, his headlong Fury roſe, 
And he ruſt'd on, and doubled all his Blows ; 
Hut Pollux ſous d his Cheek, it low'd with Gore, 
He ſaw his Blood, and then he rag'd the more. 
The Fight grew hotter, like a mighty Oak 
He backward bent to take the greater Stroke; 
Shours the Bebrycians gave, and rais'd his Heat; 
The Heroes cheer d ſtout Pollux with as great; 
For they all fear d, left ſorc'd to narrow Streights, 
Pollux mould fall beneath rhe threaten d Weights, 
But he, with dext'rous Skill, and watchful Art, 
Still thunn'd the Strokes, ſecure on ev'ry Part; 
He ply'd him hard, and did his Force contraul ; 
Tho' great his Courage, furious was his Soul. 
Loz'd with the Strokes, the nodding Hero ſtood, 
And from his Mouth flow'd Streams of clotted Blood. 
The Grecians thouced, when they view'd the Blows, 
And ſaw his broken Cheeks and batter d Noe; 
His Hyes contracted in his twelling Face, 
And by their Shoutings, doubled the Diſgrace. 
The Prince ſtill eager preſs d, he ply'd him hard, 
And with falſe Strokes ſoon beat him from hisGuard ; 
1 And 
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Aud when he ſaw him ſtaggeriag, aim'd-a Blow, - 
The Stroke was ſure, and:ſmote his: Brow: 


The Ball return'd as from a hazden'd. 
But tore the Fleſh, and left the naked Bone. 
O'ercome by this, and yielding to theWound, 
The Hero fell, and bit the bloody. Ground 3 
But roſe, and then in fiercer Fight engag d, 
By his diſgraceful Wounds and Pains enrag'd. 
Both toſs d their Whirlbets, and vaſt Wounds beſtow d, 
With Blood and Sweat their labouring Bodies flow'd. 
Stont Amyeres ſtill aim'd at Hands and 
And with redoubled Force he: bravely preſs d; 
But wiſer-Polhna every fatal Blow. 
Aim'd at his Head, and craz'd his nodding Brow ; 
His Limbs grew lefs, his Colour turn'd to pale, 
And from a mighty Giant, ſhrunk to ſmall : 
But Pollux ſeem d to grow, helopk'd more great, 
His Colour better, and increas'd by Heat. 

But, Maſe, how Pollux did the Hero quell, 

What Stroke he gave, explain, for you can tell ; 

I ſing as you direct, your Voice obey; 

And gladly follow, when you lead the Way. 
Deſigning now to puſh the Combar on, 
He ſeiz'd on Pollux left Hand with his own ; 
Bending to ſhun the Stroke, and cloſing nigh 
Reach'd out his right, and graſp'd his brawny Thigh; 
But he his Body bow'd, and broke the Lock, 
And at his Temple aim'd a fatal Stroke, 
Juſt where the vital Powers their Seats maintain, 
And work new Spirits to ſupporr the Brain, 
There fell the Blow; wide gap'd the horrid Wound 
To let in Fate, and the vaſt Hero groan'd : 
The Bluud ſprang out, his Mouth his left Hand ſmote, 
And ſhattet d Teerh fell down his batter d Throat; 
His Chee ks were beaten cloſe, his Noſe grew flat, 
And treb led Blows ſtill urg'd his haſty Fate. 
The Hero fell extended o'er the Plain, 
Gave Oer the Fight, nor could he rife again; 
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His Hands ſtretch'd out, as, whilſt he breath'd his laſts 
He meant to keep off Fate that came too faſt. 
Here no proud Word, and no diſdainful Strain 
On thy fall'n Foe, did thy great Conqueſt ſtain ; 
But he by his great Father Neptune ſwore, 
That he would never injure Strangers more. 
Thus have I Polinx ſung, and paid my Due, 


My next, great Caffor, muſt be grac'd by you. 


PART II. 


Caſtor and Pollux had taken away Phzbe and Talaris, 
the Daughters of Lucippus, who were betroth'd to 
Lynceus and 1 the Sons of Aphareus. A War en- 
ſuing, Caftor Fills Lynceus, and Idas i ſlain by 
Thnnder. | 


T OW had the valiant Sons of mighty ere 

Grown fierce, and too injarious by their Love, 

Trecippus Daughters feiz'd, and forc'd away 

Their beaureous Prize, and melancholly Prey- 

Apharers Sons perfu'd, reſolv d to try 

Their Force, aud gain their promis d Brides, or die: 

Both Sides now meet at bræve Apharens Tomb, 

Which Fare defign'd the Lovers Field of Doom ; 

Albfrom their Chariots leap, for Fight 

Well arm'd, and well appointed for the War. 

When Lyncers thus beneath his Helmet ſpoke, 

The Yallies eccho'd, and the Monntains ſhook : 

What means this Rage, this impiousViolence, 

To raviſh firſt, then fight in its Defence ? 

What mean the Shields and Spears, theſe 

And naked Weapons in yonr threat'ning Hands * 

Lncippus Daughters are by right our 

Berroch'd to us before 15 

His Gedbs confirm'd it, and *"rwas baſe 

To covet; others Right, and others W 


Stealth 
th ; 


I z By 
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By Gifrs to bribe him, and his Mind pervert, 
And win by Art, unable by Deſert. 
And often I, your baſe Defigns to check, 
Have faid, tho' I can better fight than ſpeak, 
Unprincely tis to court another's Spouſe, 
And tempt weak Innocence to break her Vows : 
Sparta and Elis breed a numerous Race, 
All perfect Beauties both in Mind and Face; 
Tusre you may court, and whom you pleaſe may have, 
W hat Parents will refufe the Rich and Brave? 
Per mit our Match, let us our Right perſue, 
And we will join to find fit Brides for you. 
Theſe were my Words; but theſe the wantou Winds 
Bore to the Floods, they never reach'd your Minds; 
For both inexorably bent appear'd 
You heard, but ne'er regarded what you heard, 
Yer now be qt, our promis'd Brides reſtore, 
For we are kin, and then I ask no more. 
But if you needs muſt fight, if War deſire, 
If nought but Blood can quench your luſtful Fire, 
Let P-llnx, and let Idas Arms forbear, 
And never try the hated Chance of War : 
Let, Caftor, you and I the Fight maintain, 
And fee whoſe Courage ſhews rhe braveſt Man ; 
For this will give our Friends ſufficient Proof, 
And if one falls, there will be Loſs enough: 
Let ſome ſurvive to cheer our drooping Friends, 
And wed the Maids, and make them juſt Amends; 
For this is friendly to reſtrain our Heat, 
And make the Loſs but ſmall, when theContention's 
Treat. 

Thus Lyncens ſpoke, to this both Sides agree, 
And Fove confirm'd it by his fix d Decree ; 
Pollux and Idas laid their Arms beſide, 
Attending what their Brothers ſhould decide. 
Lyncens did firſt within the Liſts appear, 
Beneath his Shield he ſhook his threat'ning Spear; 
Then Caſtor came, ftrong Shields did guard their Breaſts, 
And on their Helmets nodded dreadful Creſts, 


Firſt 


* 
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Firſt with their Spears began the noble Strife, 
Each ſought to find an PG to Life; 
But all in vain, the Shields the Strokes endur'd, 
Their Spears were — and the Men ſecur d; 
Their Swords ch drew, the Blades like Eightning thou - 
Before the —— y down. 
Now roſe their Fury, bravely d, 
He pierc'd his Shield, and chop'd - A_-= JOY 
And many Thruſts the quick-ey d Lyncens made; 
The Shield and Creſt once felt his furious Blade. 
But Caftor ſtepping backward, reach'd a Blow, . 
And ſtruck his Wriſt, and tam'd his haughty Foe 3 5 
—— thus, and grown unfit for Fight, 
He dropid his Weapon, and d for Flight 
To his great Father's Tomb, where ls fate 
A ſad 8 of his Brother's Fate. 
Be GE ſu d, cloſe Thruſts he made, 
And thro' his Belly forc'd his thund'ring Blade; 
Out ru{l'd his Rowels thro the gaping Wound, 
And he fell forward on the ſhaking Grougd. 
Cold Death came on, and did his Heart ſurprize, 
And Sleep eternal ſate upon his Eyes. 

Nor did his Mother valiant u lead 
With pious Wiſhes to his Marriage-bed ; 
For to revenge fall'n Lyncens haſty Doom, 
He tore a Pillar from the facred Tomb, 
To dart at Caſtor, dreadfully he ſtood, 
The fierce Avenger of his Brother's Blood. 
Fove interpos d, and, by his ſtrift Command, 
Swift Light' ning ſtruck the Marble from hi: Hand 
He ſtrove to reach it, but his Soul was fir d, 
He fell, and in no common Deſtiny expir d. 
Thus muſt the Brothers ſtill victorious prove, 
So great in Courage, and ally d to Fove. 

Hail, Leda's Sons, ſtill vigorous Strength iuſuie. 
And {ill preſerve the Honour of my Mule ; 
You, Helen, and the valiant Brave, that ſtrove 
At Troy for injur'd Menel aut Love, 

I 3 Poer 
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Poets have ſerv'd, for with exalted Rage 
They tell your Fame, and ſpread thro* future Age; 
Homer hath rais'd it with a lofry Thought, 

He writes with the ſame Spirit that you fought ; 
He fings the Grecian Fleet, grave Neſtor's Care, 

And brave Achilles, Fortreſs of the War. 

I bring the Tribute of a meaner Muſe, 

Thoſe humble Strains her ſparing Heats infuſe ; 
Vet this is all, the beſt that I can do, 

The utmoſt that my Talent will allow; 

And to the Gods, let Riches vainly ſtrive, 

Verſe is the greateſt Preſent Men can give. 


xeretiatootiety 


Select Epigrams 


THEOCRITUS. 


Now firſt made Engliſh from the Original GREE 
# ſeveral Hands.” * 


eee eee: 


On the Statue of ARCHILOCHUS. 


S Traveller, Archilochus behold, 
Who in Zambicks wrote of old, 
Whoſe Glory and Renown has mm 
Dowu from the riſing ro the ſetting Sun. 


Him ſurely Phabws and the Nine admir'd, 
| And with their double Art inſpir d; 
For the divine Muſician play'd 
To his ſoſt Lute, Songs which the Poet made, 


In 


* * 
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On the Statue of ANACREON. 
Tranger, ſurvey this Statue with Concern, 
And when at Home you fhall return, 
Say, That at Teos you have lately been, 
And there Anacreon's Image ſeen. 
Say, That of Lyricks, who before him ſung, 
No Pvet had a ſweeter Tongue. 
And if you fay, that Youths were his Delight, 
You draw the Man compleatly right. 


4422432 SANLIANEIAAE e 
On the Poet HIPP O NAX, the Satyrif, 
HE Poet Hipponax lies here; 


If you are bad, the Tomb revere, 
Which does his Aſhes keep : 
Bur if you're juſt, and good, you may 
Secure and unmoleſted ſtay, 
And, if it pleaſe you, ſleep. 


b e wt: 


On the Tomb of EURYMEDON. 


HIS Tomb contains thee, good Emurymedon, 
Who dying young, haſt left a youthful Son; 
Thou with the Deities above art plac'd, 
And he with future Honours ſhall be grac'd. 
This on the Son his Country ſhall beſtow, 
Mindful how much they to the Father owe. * 


Dede 


On the ſame. 


— — —— 


And 


And light the |, and ſoft the Duſt is ſ 
838 nes. omackeLos — 


E HORRIANE Mak 54th 


on the Statue of PI SAN-D-ER, 'who-wrote the Labour: 


Fiſander, firſt of Poets, ſung; 
M Son of Fove 
Extoll'd him to the Gods above; 
And wrote with as divine a Thought, 
His Labours, as the Hero fought. 

His Fame, and keep his Name alive, 

This brafen Statue raid, which might 
The Wrath of Time and Tempeſts {light ; 
That to late Ages might be known 

The Poet's Merit, and their own. 


S4. 44444444. 


on 4 Statue dedicated to the Muſes by X ENO CSL ES, the 


Onian Nine, to your immortal Praiſe, 
This grateful Statue Xenocles did raiſe ; 
The World will fay, that he has wiſely done, 
Who by his tuneful Art ſuch Fame has won. 
Could a Muſician a leſs Off ring bring 
To them who taught him how to Play and Sing ? 


Oe 
On the Death of ORT HON, who dy'd Drunk. 


Tranger, obſerve the. Leſſon Orthon gave, 
Which till is eccho'd from his hollow Grave. 
If Drunk, yon can no longer walk upright, 
No Journey take on à dark Winter Night. 
For ſuch my Fate, when travelling Abroad, 
I chanc'd to ſtagger, and had got my Load ; 


* 
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Far from my Country where I took my Birth, 
Now to he cover'd under foreign Earth. 


On the Statue of VE N us the Caleſtial. 


O vulgar Yens this, which here is plac'd, 
N (The Preſent of Chryſogona the Chaſt) 
Who lives in Amphicles's Houſe, with whom 
411 Things are common in a fingle Room. 
Thou, O Caleſtial Venus art their Care; a 
To thee each Year they make their early Pray'r; 
Fach Year for that alone they better fam. 
For while poor Mortals do the Gods regard, 
The Gods on Morrals double rhe Reward. 


EEEEESSELELEEELEEESLL, 


Upon EUSTHENES, the Phyſiognomiſt. * 
HIS Tomb encloſes Euſthenes the Wiſe, | 
A Sage, who Nature trac'd thro? each Diſguiſe, 

And faw the Son conſpicuous in the Eyes. 

To him his Friends and Fellow-ſtrangers gave, 

In foreign Earth, this honourable Grave : 

They lov'd their Friend, and lov'd his Poet too, 

And pay'd the dead Philoſopher his Due, 

Who could nor aid himſelf, yer found an Aid 

Ln theſe his Friends, who Honour this his Shade. 
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